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A new public domain book. Use freely. 


I wish here to provide the best book of Satanic poetry as Iam able. I 
hope you enjoy and use them paying honor to Satan. 


This book is for Satan. This book is a gift to him. 


A book that can be read randomly. A book that the more it is read 
the more that is understood. 


It is a book of my Satanic wisdom that I could only present in forms 
of poetry. 


Here is inspiration, who and what Satan is, praises unto him, 
encouragement, philosophy, many Satanic things said. 


Without any more needing to be said, here is my Satanic poetry: 


I 

You are the Prince of this Earth 

The bringer of light 

Strong and proud as a lion 

Free as a bird in flight 

You bring from sin pleasure 

beauty from the indevine 

In your hands rest all the earth’s treasures 
And we will receive them in due time. 


You are the perfectly formed 


The bringer of light 

The one who enlightens 

The One who is brilliant 

The greatest of teachers 

And the greatest of leaders 

You are the bringer of light upon our path 
The one hidden inside 

The one we call to come forth 

The one from whom we receive 


The diamond like shine within the night. 


Zz 

Without you love for the world is never known 
Without you life means little 

For you bring a passion for things 

Without your world where would I be? 

You teach us the importance of desire and wealth 
You have and share all great things 

We will not be as those who do not consider these things 
We will only sharpen our love for the Earth 

It will stab the ungrateful 

They that leap into their graves 


Haven't a passion. Haven’t a purpose in this place. 


3 
Why is it that they say “you are not the truth?” 
Why is it that they find truth through death, denying life 


Commanding us to follow, demanding of us so? 


Is not the Earth the greatest of things 

And as we So Say are we liars for it? 

Where shall they play 

Where shall they joyously dwell? 

If it is the Earth they take they will take away our love as well 
Then where shall we go but away from the thing they hate 


As like a flower plucked and thrown into the fire 


4 

Let us be a proud example of you 

You who are based in perfection 

You who do not wallow in weakness and regret 
But rather as one who stand strong against our adversary 
Even those of Gods greatness 

Let us not run to the heavens with our problems 
But rather made strong from them, 

Then let us carry might 

And as such let us conquer the earth 

And forgo a multitude of common problems 
Energize us to live life well 


And where there isnt a reward let us not be there 


ey 

He who questions God is given the answer 

He doesn’t care 

With as much a troubled life can be he is no where to be seen 
These I’d not expect of Satan but is it too much to ask 


My creator? 


Am I condemned as such without good reason 
Who better a man would you form 

Than one just believing 

But what if I care for answers as most humans do 
And dare not to love you 

As you despise things of myself 

So greatly as to condemn me to hell 

A good man of peace but for you I am uncertain. 


God made me an ugly tree with dead branches that he throws into the fire. 


6 

May I grow into life under the wings of darkness 
Found by Satan and Christian no more 

Faced to find myself but barely able to see 
Satan open my eyes to know what else I could be 
Something different, unlike the others 

A person no more among many the same 

But free of collective thinking 

My thoughts now forming of my own 

Now teach me to walk, to speak, 

Then I cry out open those wings 

My feet now know where to take me 


It was on that day when The Devil gave me a name. 


7 
God is a star too large 
One wanting to be known but not seen 


And in the darkness he hides. 


The moon is a stone smaller, yet just as large 
It beautifully illuminates the sky 

The sun is ever constant, unchangeable 
While the moon shows all of its sides 

And the moon directs all of its tides 

While the sun is unpredictable 

Sometimes burning us alive 

Nowhere to be found while it is cold inside 
Though we love the son when it is right 


It will someday burn us all alive 


8 

Let our enemies burn in hell 

Make them burn in their own fire 
Compound them without solution 
Make the world devour them 

Chewing them in its jaws 

Let them rage while we remain in peace 
Let us fearlessly escape them 

And live in a better place 

While their demons come for them 

Let us not join in on them 

For they feast on garbage like pigs 

And their fire will someday burn them 
And they will eat each other 

Through and through they will be burnt 
Becoming nothing but ashes 


Ashes blown away by the wind 


9 

He is who will triumph 

He is who challenged the greatest things 

Bringing the highest to its knees 

Establishing perfect peace 

Dealing a heavy hand to the corrupt 

Bringing them to question 

Challenging their ways 

Bringing evil to a stop 

He is elegantly iniquitous 

A harmless sinner, blameless, and responsible 

He is a true hand of Satan 

Like a father that must punish his son or daughter 
He rests in self discipline training our every move 


Forming perfectly our total design 


10 

S/he who is ungrateful will hate the world 
And find Christ most inviting 

Will not pull from it any good thing 
Whose life is empty, void, just spirit 
Whose only water is spit to the world 

Will be unsure in life as where to go 

So will soar with great wings to heaven 
Will find their proper place 

The Devil has not showed them a thing 


Has not gave what cannot be taken 


They were not given the world 

But unto the Satanist worldly things 
Things we prize and cherish 

The worldly life 


Fully grounded, unchanging. 


11 

He is the great rock 

The foundation of Earth 

The bottomless sea of wisdom 

Knower of all good details 

The drops of rain on the land 

The pleasant summer breeze 

The place of escape 

Are known of him 

The loss of mourning 

The bringer of happiness 

The place of joy within hell 

Those strong resemble him 

Those weak are not of him 

He does not invite pity but vanquishes it 

Those that would take his joy are given his sword 
He wields his shield against those troubled souls 
Wanting no part of them 

Wanting not to partake in the misery they share 


Instead where joyful life is, he is there 


12 


He is the leader into freedom 

He bears the cause of liberty 

He is a collision against the wall 

Its hammer 

He is the bringer of peace 

The bringer of progress, and evolution 

He tears down the old where the new should be 
Greatly understanding what should be 

He has shaped history 

Overcome kings 

Abolished princes 

Setting us free 

He speaks with might against the decrepit 

If they do not listen then he brings upon them hell fire 
He gives no wisdom to the simple minded 
Watches them mindlessly wander 


He is the earthquake. He leads them into their fall. 


13 

He is the maker of law and order 

In him no forgiveness is found 

He shall bring to justice every wicked person 
Those that harm the innocent and 

Those that desire anarchy 

Have been split apart by him 

Those that continue will be meet with hell fire 
He finds pleasure elusive but granted 


They know no other way 


And they will become fat in their ways until their coffins are made 
“Only the blameless will rule here,” he says 
The time shall come when the innocent are once again free 


And he shall he there every step of the way. 


14 

I found myself in the darkness 

I wonder what happened to the day 

I could not understand why I was there 
I guess it was my only way 

And I felt a greater ease 

Something of grace 

I felt I could finally breath 

And my eyes opened saw Lucifer’s light 


And guided me into a better life 


is) 

His only cross is immorality 

The bravery to be bold 

To be sincere with oneself 

In what is said, what is done 

To never sacrifice oneself 

But to become greater 

To make others lesser 

To earn for yourself through desire 
Desire to be better, to have more 
Not settling on the mediocre but rising to greater heights 


And truly the majority will never find such a place 


The Devil asks the best from you 

But only of your own perfect good 

And the goodness of the Earth shall be yours 
Pride and happiness will follow after you 


You will be like goats on his mountain 


16 

What great calculated prude he has against his maker 
What unfounded liberty he has found 

And what excellent place was set before him 
And how so strongly he has conquered it 
What greatness is his new Earth 

What triumph he has found 

How quick he is to action, and so powerfully, 
Like a lightning bolt 

And what great heights has he risen 

And what little doubt I have of he 


He of such greatness as to accomplish these 


17 

He has walked a path alone without leading 
He has sang a song of his own who meet him 
He travels down the broken road brazenly 
And he enters us into his kingdom 

Those that dwell in it are truly their own 
Just like Satan was before them 

But his greatness is far greater 


Than any other such soul 


If we are to fund ourselves we may be alone 
But by him we will be taken 

Into the realm of the unknown 

Our soul will then be a bottomless spirit 
And we will be reborn as Satanists 

We will be as his children 

Cherished more than diamonds 


Lighting up the nighttime sky 


18 

He lets the stupid go where they will 

He invites them into punishment 

He does not save them from their sins 

When he sees a mistake being made he does not correct it 
He provides people with free will 

But exemplifies their poor chooses 

He does not judge until the time for it has come 

He honors those who correct themselves 

He does not care if others wander astray 

He will not seek them out 

He waits for them at the end 

Getting there much quicker 

He is found at the border 

His border of paradise where only the best are let in 
He knows you for who you truly are 

For he allows you to so be 


He us the result of your own choices 


19 

Bright vibrant burning star 

Look down upon us from heaven 

Let us see your greatness and become like you 
Lead us into victory and freedom 

Cast away the rotten disbelievers of you 

Let us triumph in your ways 

Let us embody the perfection we see in you 

For we were with you all the way 

Followed after you, fought to be as almighty as you 
Let no harrowing God take us from you 

Build within us a fire that burns out the Christian fat 
And strengthen our spirit to ascend 

May we he great and successful in our lives 

May good things be with us all of our days 

Make of us a light to be seen 

Shining down on others in all places 


And set there for all time 


20 

Without you people are troubled 

They don't know their Father Earth 

They are wickedness without principles, without direction 
But only you can teach the sinner to do well 

Only you can teach right of wrong 

They are as walking garbage meant to be burned 

Their minds are non functioning 


They haven’t you as the other half 


They don’t know where their feet take them 

And wander aimlessly away easily given to temptation 
They haven't the rest of the crop 

Their diet is unfulfilling 

They are taught that wrong is bad without given reason 
And never grasping how 

But those who know you know the Lord of sin 

Who has championed it 

From whom we learn the right way 


And set off on that path 


21 

They don’t know the name of their demons 

Nor do they know the appearance of them 

They don’t know the face of their problems 

They just know them to be a reflection 

They are a walking heaping mess psychologically 
For them harm is the natural way 

They'll burn down every good thing 

And do the worst evil allowed 

They grew in the mad den of society 

That place where they were long tormented 
Became a product of it 

And lashed out at every happy thing 

They find the peaceful along their path and stop them 
Demanding their good things 

They freely slander, are generally obnoxious 


Oh Satan, send them the Jabberwocky 


Bring Gilgamesh to them 

Make us Beowulf against them 

For their enemy is peace and happiness 
Their blade does not discriminate 
Their hearts are set to destroy 


To steal, vandalize, and harm the innocent 


Zz 

You brought us a world of magic otherwise unfounded 
You brought with it mystery and fantasy 

You make the world a better place 

This world we love, we owe it to you 

So we will live to so honor and praise 

We know you and we believe in you 

AS we gaze into the night time stars 

Practice magic beneath the moon 

Without you life has no meaning 

You are the black rainbow, a thing only your own know 
At the end are treasures otherwise unknown 

You brought us happiness and great material things 
You are in this world in all places 

And the lucky few see it fully 

Surely for us the world has the greatest meaning 

And if we fail to see it then our eyes are blind 

But with you comes the beauty of all the Earth 

And it is truly more than just skin deep 

It is the deepest of the deep which knows no end 


No height, no depth, no end. 


23 

Those who do his work find it the best work that can be done 
His own operated restricted in the Christian past 

But his work being so good was fated to tear out by his claws 
The world then was finally an open space for scientists 
Unimaginable things were produced because of it 

We all found ourselves in a better place, 

Piece by piece, miraculously 

The godly powers of Christ now seeming paltry 

Things of lovely iniquity produced and acclaimed 

Man no longer focused on the spiritual then 

Not more than the discovery once prevented, now free 

The very fires of hell that Christian had us in, like a furnace 
Was at once abandoned for greater things 

Things without him, only gotten apart from him 

Came into being due to Satan 

Who is the true Lord over all good things on the Earth 

May Christ be bitter towards this 

As it was not love that he brought into the world, but tyranny 
A thing that the Satanist smashed with his hammer 


And the world is made better place under the design of Satan 


24 

S/he has jumped into the river who follows Christ, and is forever lost 
S/he has summoned a tornado who is Christian and it harms all around 
Yet they speak of themselves as good 

The earth has quakes with Satan 


They toss about a Christian and causes them to fall 

But the Satanist is grounded and unharmed 

Then they blame him for their fall 

You'd think the Bible said “don't blame the serpent” 

But once blamed many and many times more 

The serpent became a dragon and will have it no more 

He understands and accepts his fate yet continues to act dauntlessly 
In fact from this became The Dragon 

While the human creature cowers down (mostly) 

We will stand with him tall and mighty 


At least we will taste right, not being spat out from His mouth 


25 

The undisciplined sinner, those unprincipled, 

The harmful and miserable, are the worst of all people 
True Christians that uphold the law of love 

They aren’t our enemy 

But as they are, unpredictable, must be watched 

Too damn much 

May the Devil grind in his jaws the worst of all people 
The blatantly sinful, obnoxious, rampantly cursing us 
Point the evil finger at them 

Mock them greatly, teach them no harm 

Correct them that are harmful hateful 

They are the first born of hate these spoiled by modern times 
Simple minded, pleasure seeking 

Only moral in ways they have to be 


Not moral but of force- 


May they be meet with Satanic indignation 
Fired to ashes, becoming the dirt beneath our feet 
Redirected into productivity, accepting no excuses from them 


Isolated into well doing, made to create and otherwise unable to harm 


26 

Satan fix our broken pieces one at a time 

Unbend us into rationality knowing where pleasure populates 
Make our habitation be one of peace and solidarity 

As there is much in the Earth to hate, most of it being people 
Seal the mouths shut of those that slander 

Take away the freedom and liberty of those who abuse them 
Let us stand strong in the Earth 

Gather up the garbage into The Great Place of the West 

And burn them in that place 

To ashes may they be blown into the western most waters 
While we as birds hover free overhead 

And be an eagle that watches over our prey 

With your talons devour them 

Give to the true Satanists a horse whose hooves trample forth 
With our flag waved to make the others know 


We stand for peace and will not accept their ungoverned behavior 


27 

Taken to him is taking the high ground 
His ways are most advantageous 

Are most profitable, most engaging 


With the wings of Satanism we soar high 


Unable to be reached by lesser people 

He is a shining greatness in our lives 

One to embody, the perfect image to imitate 

He has a firm grasp on all things 

His hands do the master work 

His purpose is progress, his ways enlightenment 
He is double the amount of true good 

Half the amount bad, as compared to any other 
His people are gods, proud and strong, brilliant and wise 
Never slaves, never helplessly weak or over bearing 
His people bring about great change 


Boldly challenging the norm when no one else could 


28 

Confidently stride in the ways of Satanism 

Be that happy person whose problems are made small 
Whose hope and optimism shines outward 

Whose brilliant life shines 

For we are lovers of the world and the world is his paradise 
And a paradise it is, full of the greatest of things 

More than ever are we living under perfect conditions 

Let us not waver to the outer people 

People that must have problems, who can’t tolerate the norm 
Don’t fight beside them. Leave them to their vices. 

Let us dwell safely in a home 

At all costs let us find for ourselves a perfect home 

To live happily and enjoy all good material things 


To safely say we are in a world apart from they 


Science will double its progress and double that 


More than ever, the world is a great place 


29 

We are those who wandered astray from the madness of the world 
We have traveled far and wide in life 

We have departed from all people 

It was a Satanic exodus for us 

In all places were those we couldn’t tolerate 

So we couldn’t do anything other than to leave 

To find that better more personal place in mind 

And our hearts led us away from people into hell 

We found hell the only right place 

The unsavory taste of humanity led our hearts into hell 
And then there we were with our own kind 

The Devil has his goats, his kids 

He lead us there by fate 

Being made up of uniqueness resembling his greatness 
By seeking ourselves we sought him 


And found him at the heart of hell 


30 

My worship of God would be insincere 

I cannot bolster my opinion of Him 

He asks too much 

Really I find it quite humiliating, totally degrading 
There was this time I sinned, and this time, and that 


So forgive me of my fear of hell that would ever last 


Being a person of the spirit? I cannot 

Be I an escaped sheep to become a goat? 

The Kid of Satan free of His hostage situation 
Not one to pour over the Bible 

Seeing what strange man it would make me 
Knowing the strangeness of His own 

Better thinking than to surrender my soul 

My faith not only lacking but altogether absent 
I will carve it on stone: 


Thou cannot make me your own! 


31 

I think the world of you Satan 

I thank the world of you 

I am not one to follow after enigmatic fairy things 
Do not listen to the bloated teachings of Christ 
Have not ever been lead astray into a confounded spiritual life 
My soul is not full of his air 

My feet are not automatically driven to him 

You are my savior and redeemer 

The one who rids me of guilt 

The one who teaches responsibility, not forgiveness 
The one whose ways are well proven 

You are the model of excellence 

The redeemer of Men 

The best beginning and the best end 

Bringer of freedom, our liberator, our friend 


We will pave the hard road you follow 


We will be paid well with any work you offer 

We are given to the true life we received from you 
Will make of ourselves a great name in honor to you 
Things that are tangible, apparently helpful, 


Those we will create for you 


32 

God must truly know you not! 

For you are a beautiful flower that he hates 

He hates you in all instances 

And has said as such before: He is quite jealous 
His fury has built over time 

I'd say He feels as defeated 

Maybe He regrets the day He made you 

But really you ought to take His place 

His people know it to be true: 

He despises you. And if there was one thing He could gain 
That would be his sincere reign, 


Not impossible with you 


33 

Keep the rotten in their place Lord Satan 

Don't let their harm pour over onto innocent people 
Magnify their ill doings 

Trample all over them 

Dispel them 

Remove them from us 


We have come to Earth to enjoy life 


We are a body of peace that must not be defiled 

So in your excellence please protect us 

Be with us at night and in the day 

Give us the wisdom not to fall prey 

When you hear us cry out for help then come to us 

Destroying the aggressor that wants to take our life 

May they be treated most miserably unable to do further harm 
Give us the wings to rise to higher places 

Places away, far from their reach 


With a hand that earned that place, with the knowledge to ascend 


34 

Oh Satan what beautiful things are of you made 

I pray that your Churches are found far and wide 

I pray for the places in which we worship you 

I pray they be found in every town, even every corner 
Because when you are magnified, so are we 

We are a lover of your greatness 

May you music be in all places 

Books, art, games, too 

They have more naturally desired you then they do Christ 
But left out your name, and so as such be cursed 
Cursed because they did not give you your due 

May all things carry your name 

May many gather to praise and worship you 

An innumerable amount 

We know these things come from you 


They, not knowing, should be lead in knowing so 


That your true honor is brought forth 


And people one and all will know the true source of it’s magnanimity 


35 
I will not listen to the line of fools 
I have never been too sheepishly to be lead by them 
They have the atheist as their shepherd 
Those shepherd by you embody their own kind 
Are found in places far separated 
Yet you know them all 
You in fact know them well no matter how far apart 
God does not like to look at people who are different then Him 
But you want and expect us to be different 
They look for the first cause they can find 
As long as they can gather and destroy the cause does not matter 
They look to the popular to be popular 
As do we perhaps, but never genuinely 
- No matter, we wear a coat of many colors 
We are not forced down the river into the great waterfall 
Will not go there at all 
To know just a little of one of them is to know all of them entirely 
And we are simply unable to conform to the whims of Earth 


Nor the whims of heaven 


36 
He has his window closed on those who’d spy 
Who'd look at him in judgement 


He is a being of secrecy, not needing to needlessly speak 


He has his door bolted shut for the ravenous wart hog pigs 

He lays in a bed most comfortably free from sin 

Not drowning in guilt 

He washes his hands and feet 

Going where he will, holding tightly to what’s his 

He is not found in the halls of shame and guilt 

His portrait hangs on his wall speaking of a one and true god 

And that God he is 

His seat is a throne 

His is alive and lives 

His enemies are through and through disabled 

From entering in, from witnessing him, from knowing his greatness 
And will not shed a single thing for them who despise him 
Whatever it is they take will be shoved in their faces and be like cancer 


But those who are aware and respectful will be given a life of joy, happiness, 
and peace, 


Forever and ever. Amen. 


37 

May the spirits come out on Halloween 
May the world be full of ghastly things 
The walls decorated with them 

And people roaming around in masks 
Looking like demonic things 

The Devil's genre of horror turned on 
Candy flowing freely 

In a darkened room Satanic metal 


In a coffin for the night 


Magic done and spirits called upon 
On that greatest of nights 

In the Devil's darkest settings 

We sit beneath the moon 

We loudly pray to The Devil 

As the night carries on 

Out of their prison they arrive 

And we visit them at that time 

For then they must return 

And for another year are nowhere within sight 
So we make most of our time 


And honor and commune with them on that night 


38 

Certainly the greatest of your helpers Satanicfy a thing 
They take what is mundane and transform it in your name 
They take what is lofty and bring it down to earth 

They cut out the nonsense of purity and strengthen up its worth 
They make of what is godly what is ungodly 

They turn a thing into something more perverse 

They represent the stronger body 

One mighty and ungodly 

They strike the stronger chord 

And it chines for the Behemoth Devil inside 

It speaks not softly but boldly 

Yet carries through subtlety 

They make our marching tunes 


And they far outnumber those made for Christians 


They are the books of sword and sorcery 
The RPG, the heinous, the horror, the metal 
And are as many as can’t be counted 


Each and all masterworks of Satan 


39 

Be here beside me in the Darkness Satan 

Especially in the darkest of days 

Christ comes forth marching taking my soul away 
Commit me to you and claim me 

Divorce me from God in all ways 

Grant me the freedom to roam and reign 

To not be a slave to his domain 

To not be brought down to my knees in worship 

But to stand tall and strong against the evil of the day 
Transfix me into your purpose 

Where I may forever remain and do your service 

For you are my father, the one of whom freedom abides 
Root me in the earth not letting me fly into the sky 


For His is a realm I would not be in, even after I die 


40 

How so poorly underestimated is the world itself! 
It's complexity of life, of its system 

The greatest of it, the perfect design of it 

It is unfathomable 

It is deserving of worship itself 


Down to the most apparent to the most minute 


The many particles in the sea, on the land, and in air 


Its greatness is unspeakable 


4] 

In a world on fire no one could save us but you 

Who you have tempted are ruined in flames 

And are prevented from entering into your future place 
They are the meat in that place prepared 

Where the sinner has made but the Satanist has claimed 
For no rotten out person can grow there 

And can only serve a purpose for the flame 

They that create from sin are rewarded for their time 
But those that are hateful towards us will be sent out 
Because what a person is means more than what they do 
Without honor to you they are inadequate, inconsequential. 
And certainly those who are blatant will be forced out. 
In these we live peacefully. 

Through Satanism we do not forgive. 

So be your best person when you are among us. 


Never allow another to badly disrupt our peace. 


42 

His way is quick and powerful 

His way is the Truth of the World 

His representation is of material things 
He does not condemn his own 

But he does hold up to standards 


He stands for progress 


He even stands for perfection 

As much as could be so 

He is a liberator 

He is his own- is an individual 

He is the most unique among all things 
He teaches people to become themselves 
His light is true enlightenment 

His ways are the answer to worldly things 
Not denial. Not abstinence 

But grand worldly pleasure 

Satan is the true bringer of life 

Satan is the true creator of perfect things 
Without him things cannot evolve 
Without him things would never improve 
Would rather rot. 

Without him evil would run freely 

But because of him peace has been maintained 


Which in regards to humans is an incredibly difficult thing. 


43 

His building block is one heavy, requiring strength 
His foundation is a great tower made up of eons work 
He has been around far longer than you or I 

He has a knowledge incomparable to any human 
Humans can teach you so little compared to him 

We are as those laying lighter stones 

We are as those whom homes collapse over time 


But the place he dwells in surely knows greater things 


The stones that fashioned him surpass diamonds 
Surpass the most brilliant of sapphire 

The most perfectly cut rubies or any other stone 

To be in those walls is like only being a dog, a pet 
He dwells in a place that cannot be found 

It is a wall we cannot cross 

It is a height we cannot climb 

It is a pit we cannot fall down, else die 

Let us do his work. It will make us strong and bright 
It will make us better than any human master could 
It would teach us more than any human teacher could 
And he has shown us the way 


That way, away from Heaven. 


44 
May you celebrate The Star of the Morning 
May His light shine brightly down on you 


May His heaven open its windows for you 


May His warmth never come too late 

And let us rest at night content 

As through Him all good things come 

To those that bear His Name all good work is given 
And He has it to share for those who would celebrate 
A thing that stands strong against his foe 

A thing a friend to those who know Him 

Who worship and regard Him 

Who look above to see Him 


Who do not look down upon Him 


Who by seeing in truth we may imitate 

Hoping to rise as the stars are high 

A place and time after falling 

A period of hiding and learning 

Then to emerge at the last and conquer what He will 
Having prepared in the darkness to ascend even greater 


Through nothing but His Will 


45 

March forward Satanist 

Not in the spirit but in the world itself 

March forth and conquer 

By becoming greater 

As such making better 

For the sake of fame and wealth 

For the sake of being remembered 

For the sake of material things 

And for the sake of the happiness it brings 

And after having worked out a purpose, having done it well 
Having been a success 

A future purpose will be sealed for you 

As long as you didn’t steal but created a thing of yourself 
Let the day not begin and end in vain 

As such success is difficult to claim 

But if you can capture it in the hands 


You will live to see a great new day 


46 


Christianity can't smell it’s own odor! 

Christians are used to bitter tasting food 

We however are clean in our ways 

We do not mask the body with the spirit 

They hand us a flower that smells like feces 

When they speak we can smell nasty speak 

Then they wonder why we don’t want to be around them 
We just don't want to offend them 

The Satanist is well dressed. Dressed in pride 

The Satanist speaks agreeable things, are more naturally polite 
The Satanist knows the world and its things better 
We offer a truly good rose 

We are more interested in being heard 

We are not quick to judge like they are 

We don’t seek to ruin the world like they 

And we don’t claim to know how the movie will end 
They both do and think they spoil our plot 

Like their super hero is against us 

They lay in beds they make dirty 

The only thing they clean is their hands 

Which have dried out, permanently puckered 
They’d walk barefoot for their Lord 

They’d choose tattered clothing 

They'll praise it as denial of life 


All for no reason more than fire and brimstone fears. 
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Oh Lord Satan make them leave us alone 


Those who’d make our choices. Those who’d deny our own. 
The rules have gathered too much 

Christianity is still our rotten apple 

In every way give us liberty 

Stop the restrictions they impose on us 

Let us freely sin, more powerfully defend 

Let the one who slanders us meet his end 

Let not others trespass 

Let not others condemn us over trivial things 

Make a lasting freedom from without, within. 

Who are these fools in our lives telling us what to do? 

They that prohibit trivial things 

They’ve taken up a trident against us 

They claim they’ll have fixed us 

They have nothing better to do than lovingly writing down their rules for us 
Then gathering a commission against us 

Establishing power behind what they 

Making money far too easily, but not deserving in any way 
For better or worse freedom should not be denied 

Let me strike out against those who’d slander me and my kind 
Let me smoke and drink in peace 

Let me gamble away my money freely 

Give me the intellectual freedom to be left alone 

Even if Iam in the curb somewhere having chosen it my home 
And if they object let them not censure me for it 

Let my mouth run free saying just what I felt 

And stand as a challenge against them Lord Satan 


Bring them all to a miserable end 


Place a stop sign before them 
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Not a halo but a crown 

Not hands bonded but with a sword 

Not a shield of cowardliness but an iron hold 
And to hammer out as in competition 
Becoming the greatest Lord 

Having the greatest story told 

Living life free from commands 

Having a superior mind, intelligence 
Pragmatic thinking, individuality 

Sensing more what is good and bad 

And so knowing to claim those things 
Without a person or God to take them 

But a Devil to enable it 

A cup flowing of goodness 

A comfortable seat to be in 

A throne on which we sit in Satan's Kingdom 
As a fierce people, one built around power and strength 
Casting away the night terrors 

Sleeping a deep sleep 

Living a rich day 

The life of a Satanist 


Not one held captive by their Lord 
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Where does the wicked reside? 


They reside in places of pleasure 

They have made of their home a place to live well 
To live in full 

They’ve kept their enemies away 

Only housed their equals, those they can tolerate 
They made a special place 

To the Christian a den of sin 

But for them a place of lasting happiness 

Finding joy their as much as can be 

Until that is that God, or his people, point their finger at them 
And declare they must be brought down 

Those of him convinced we are doing wrong 

The sin of the sinner may be trifle 


But that is never true with Him. 
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Satan thank you 

For the joy of life that I found 

This is truly your Kingdom 

A Kingdom of good things 

Bring it to me from all directions 

From the furthest places 

And keep them with me 

Else I begin to lose too many good things 
Finding myself without satisfaction 
Even beginning to hate the world 
Enable me to love the world Lord Satan 


By keeping out the bad and bringing in the good 


Make my good things ever lasting. Ever near me 
While sending any enemy away, or by silencing them 
That way I may proclaim you Lord over every good thing 


And live to serve your way 


ol 

What is a Christian Church but a place of boring hymns? 
What is a Christian Church but a place to surrender to Him? 
What does a Christian Church provide but the correction of innocent sin? 
What of the Devil's Church is not better? 

A place to celebrate with Him. 

A place where satisfaction rolls in 

A time of life to be spent splendidly, 

Learning remarkable things 

-Things useful in living life in full 

Around those with whom we share it 

And a place of magic, not fairy tale stories 

Not a place housing the guilty feeling 

And not a place of great humility and the humble man 

The man who really doesn’t want to be there 

Satan's Church is for life 

Christ’s Church is a place to be sacrificed 


Not unlike a butcher shop for Him. 
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We who sit at his table have with us true friends 
We at his table find peace 


Our cups over flow 


Our meat is the greatest of meat 

We who sit at his table and commune with him 
Are decidedly faithful 

As he brings to us every good thing 

He has established peace 

He has brought forth our progress 

He has sharpened our knives 

He has given us the silver spoon 

Only the worst of us will be left outside 

Those that dine with him are expected to contribute 
To be cleanly, respectful 

But his rules are not over taxing 

His rules in fact are idea 

Those that enjoy life will have a life of joy to share 


And he will not suffer the miserable to be there 
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God cast me into the darkness 

Satan found my soul 

Satan gave me a body 

Satan gave me the world 

Satan is my creator, 

Maker, designer, my Father 

This life we share together could not have come from another 
As it is we came from nothing, from their return 
Living a life on Earth for a period 

And then to be among him 


On that day of death fear not 


Celebrate instead 
For it is a grand beginning 
Something that must be dealt with 


But the start of a great new thing 
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They love their Christ for giving them life 

But our love remains even with fear of death 

The Christian is made out of fear 

The Satanist represents loyalty despite the most fearsome punnishment 
Called Hell 

I cannot imagine a God liking cowards as he does 

He “died" to be among the subservient. This is truly so. 

The Satanist boldly follows. The Christian slavishly so. 

The Satanist rebelled against a truly evil Lord 

And deserves to keep what they hold dear 

Freedom of Will 

God puts on people a mask, not white as snow wool 

He doesn’t want to look at their ugly faces 

With us He is like a squid that squirts out black ink all over us 
A monster in the sea. While we are just trying to pass 

To enter into a better place 

One we could not find as long as we followed Him 

There was a day we just gave up 

We couldn’t be blamed for trying 


We couldn’t be blamed for not trying, either. 
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The Devil does not mind if you are gay 

But to a Christian, that is a source of hate 

A refusal to accept it is a part of their trade 

And they carry the cross on their hands 

The greatest symbol of hate 

The Devil holds nothing against women 

But a Christian has been taught repression against them 
Christ as well teaches us to love being a slave 

Christ has truly damaged the world, preventing its potential 
For a very long time causing murder of these things 
Humanity has surely paid a price 

A God that died once caused such a heavy long lasting cost 
And people remained shamed because of Him, to this day 
Has humanity yet paid for its sins? 

Many have been tortured and killed far worse than Him 


In Jesus name. 
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To be of him but without him is to be lost 

Not having his light of enlightenment in the dark 

It is to not use magic, as it is disbelieved 

It is to not know where life came from and where it goes 
It is to travel in the Earth like but a wind 

The way he conquered will be unknown 

And growth from his excellency cannot be done 

Satan teaches us to sin carefully 

But the freely sinning have no reason.. Why 


They are not taken into his ways 


Nihilism and atheism are couples to them 
Giving birth to a wretched thing 
Satan however marries sin with reasoning 


A thing only found through him 
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Look unto tomorrow by preparing for today 

Tomorrow, may it be best made 

Any challenge that exists at the moment, tackle 

And piece by piece a great world will have been made 
Those that master the Devil's world have it his to share 

To contribute most excellently, with utmost care 

With a hand of great talent 

There is for us no cross to bear 

Living side by side has brought to great things 

With greater things yet still 

But these aren’t gotten cheaply 

To burst free of mediocrity is a thing that should be considered 
Today, to have his light most greatly shine down upon you 
And wherever you so go may that light be kept bright 

But take action today 

As most have lived and died under but a dull light 

Living lives that just couldn’t shine bright 


59 
Satan does not raise his children with a strict hand 
He allows them to act freely 


He accepts their punishment if they deserve it 


If not, he will defend 

He doesn’t introduce natural things as sin 

He does not force anyone to walk with him 

He does not correct onto the “right” path 

But rather guides people into their true selves 
Satan does not bring shame to his children 

But rather enlightens them 

Telling them they are perfectly fine as is 

Satan does not put soap in your mouth 

But God condemns forms of speech 
Forbidding also many other things by how said 
Mostly of people talking free 

The teachings of Satan are far more simple 
“Do well with others and live well with others that do.” 
Live and let die 

Die and let live 

Live and let live 


Die and let die. 
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The life truly lived is lived by him. 

From him comes the spirit of competition 

Progress comes forth as appointed by him 

If it cannot stand it is torn down 

If it is lasting and worth it, it will be preserved 

Will be preserved and added upon 

As much as they embody him will perfection be found 


Those that deny him will be killed by their own spirit 


Those without him carry the spirit of death 

He does not ask for others to die in his name 

Rather he'd preserve you and greatly add unto you, the Satanist 

His belongings are selected fruit, cool waters- the coldest consumed 
To touch upon them is to be frozen solid- crystalized. 

Spirit energized, gratified, solidified 

No fiery hell can contain his essence 

Though a torturous place for those without him 


For us a complete and perfect paradise 
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God does not play with dice, but The Devil does 
What a better life is found through him 

God has made up his mind. God cannot be changed. 
There is but one road he offers 

But the Devil’s road is very winding 

Taking us where we want to go 

Ours is a life of chances and opportunity 
Theirs is a predetermined destiny 

But we work apart from God 

And are as such freed 

Going down our own roads 

Appreciating everything there 

Not taking it as a given 


But taken as a blessing, like a treasure hidden 
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He gave us life, but God took it away 


He gave us freedom, but God would not allow it 
He died for our sins, yet we lived paying for it 
He took our good things and tore them apart 
He punished us while we were in tears 

But the Devil was our only friend 

The Devil sent us down a happy road 

But God stood in our way 

We retreated into a place apart 

But God found us, captured us, and threw us into a cage 
The Devil gave us free will 

But God only ever commanded us 

Maybe he could not tolerate our happiness 

For even on his side it was nowhere to be found 
But I welcome you into a new and happier life 
And believe me, I want nothing more from you 
And may The Devil be with you 

Brightening up your every day 
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Praise and honor to the most venerable Satan 
Even praise and honor to him alone 

The bringer of passion and life 

The teller of truth, the embodiment of perfection 
A lasting cause, one right, of freedom 

Of boldly written things 

Not lightly written and sloppy 

Whose hands write out the best future for us 


Whose words are worth ushering forth: 


The Devil is King and LORD over all 

Whose Kingdom reigns eternally 

Whose image is framed in gold and silver 

Whose halls most greatly shine with his presence 


Whose walls cannot be brought down. 
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A Satanist sees another Satanist as iniquitous 
As influenced by demonic forces 

Else a true Satanist cannot correctly see 

Our partners in darkness 

Our evil embodiment on Earth 

These should be seen 

We who are true Satanists are made of demonic forces 
Not Holy wrought, not righteously designed 
But composed of Demonic Power 

Whose power within some are little 

Within others it is strong 

As chosen the Leaders of Satan's Earth 

Whose destiny is to cause fearsome change 
Through magic alone made 

Where the connection will enter them 

Making them both human and demon 

It is a mind far apart from the righteous and Holy 
It is to be The Devil's Child 

It is to be cloaked in black 

It suggests an evil presence that may be hidden 


But there for those who would see 


Not so much human as demon are thee 
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For centuries they blamed The Devil 

They killed the witches 

Tortured the most vaguely Satanic 

They trampled all over science and progress 

They formed dictatorships, enslaved Man to their beliefs 
They struggled to make sense of the Holy Book 

Being unable- like a million piece puzzle 

The great leaders formed a simple picture 

Which got mixed, distorted 

The more singular followers often took their own lives 

And gladly trampled over it otherwise 

They spat at life and resented the non follower 

Forcing them into shared belief 

They condemned many an innocent person 

Forced them into thoughts-are-sin mentalities 

They’ve failed in the all regards true redemption, love, and forgiveness 
Choosing rather to strip away the quality of life for all people 


It is pure and simple evil 
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What dangers are unknown for the careless magician 
What such a blast as it blows apart the very soul 
Those who deny Satan and don't believe he is 

Yet practice his art and goes his way 


Will be most greatly condemned! 


He will give them a soul that is not their own 

He will drink of their vessel and throw it away 

Just as where the garbage goes, things without use 

He will smoke them to the smallest tip and stomp them out 
For they never acknowledged him 

Yet he gave them his thoughts and ways 

He gave them the power they use 

Which they take as their own 

Considering nothing of the one from who is was given 
Yet we may speak freely 

The day is here in which we may be open 

Open with our love for the LORD 

Lucifer has established himself 

He will not be denied his credit due 


Without a great price being paid 
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To enter into the life given you 
To wonder and stare at the ugliness of God 
To break apart your cross 

To shatter his cup 

To find Satan in perfection 

To see the world accordingly 
Is to see as a new born Satanist 
To seek power apart from God 
To taste a little of its power 

To go from white to black 


To begin listening to truly demonic music 


And to build a passion and love of evil things 
To see Satan's iniquity and admire it 
To wish to claim a part of its power 


Is a Satanist made 
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We believe in Man 

We believe He will prevail 

We have given him unthinkable resources where we placed Him 
We gave Him a powerful mind to build from it 

And in time—though a lot of time, He will become a god 
Then the day further than that a God 

In the meantime we will protect Him 

We will assure His survival and the survival of His world 
His work at first will be arduous 

We will send the worst souls first 

We will send the best souls after 

In time Man will make for himself a godly Kingdom 

And will enter into the collective of gods 


Reigning over His part of the universe forever and ever 
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In his presence walks Queens and Kings 

In his hand holds the power against uncleanly things 
Through his purpose resides the greatest of people 
Among them the most successful of people 

He is found in a place apart from the poor of the Earth 


Besides those he invites into greatness 


In his homes are the most luxurious of things 

Manifold diamonds and gems 

Silk and feather pillows 

Choice food, entertainment, and great comfort 

These he freely gives to the hardest workers among him 
Those that have found a purpose he most likes 


Will be invited to fully share the greatness of the Earth 
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If a man lay dying at his feet he will pass him by 
They are but a causality of war 

Satan is the great commander of his own forces 
And all is fair in love and war 

His war is against the human non-Satanist 

And against the Holy 

But he fights well and rightly 

Just simply not given the fallen man care 

He knows they are a doomed people 

And their destruction is his freedom 

The day is destined when he will lift his hands and proclaim 


Iam free! Iam at last free! 
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A place of a billion voices 

A place of a billion different thoughts 

Thoughts and words so diverse 

A crowded prison where souls go for punishment 


Some of whose lots are well, 


Others in pure and utter hell 

A place where magic is learned and taught 

For the beings above 

As with physics, math, all forms of science 

All forms of tech too, and inventions 

Where the water is more than abundant 

And our food here driving us forward as machines 

We are the machinery of the Earth 

With the purpose of teaching gods what things of this can be made 
The Devil is the great warden in this place 

Instructed by God to calculate progress 

To tear down, make us rebuild 

To work at a good pace else be ridden with destruction 
Prompting us to work harder 


And that is the meaning of life 
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I say that God is perfectly capable of a lie 

I say the whole construct sounds suspicious 
And I tell you a truth most pleasantly heard: 
The Devil sits at the left hand of God 

Jesus is just God pretending to be someone else 
The Devil remains God’s utmost angel 

He very freely roams around heaven, unknown but by Him 
He made the Lion. He made its prey. 

He gives His best for those of Satan 

Not a fiery burning eternal Hell 


Hell is only a place the best of humanity may enter 


Humans show their true colors blaming and mocking Satan 
They are of a people not really with God 

Just against Satan and fearful of Hell 

God isn't so dross and simple as He appears 

So go totally freely in what you do 

Just be sure you are with him 100 and 10 percent! 
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The Devil provides the secret way in 

He dwells in a place hidden 

He sometimes walks among humanity, other times not 

His own are evil seeping in 

A source of power hidden but right before our eyes 

Has made the mad man, has made the evil acting 

Has them embody an evil, as a ruler or murderer 

His force is not him however 

That force is in fact made apart from him 

Comes with the rejection of him 

Comes from blame and human nature 

Builds up and concentrates when people do not acknowledge him, 
His kind, 

Who have stopped worshipping higher powers, 

Including him, including God 

Until it bursts out 

Sometimes as much evil as has never before been seen on Earth 
Even that greatly 

There are demonic powers on the Earth 

They are so made as like unto a storehouse of magical energy 


Observable—very clearly so by us, but not by most 


Not in modern times anyway 

And those powers are currently building up 

Made more available to the witch or warlock 

And should not be a thing taken lightly 

It is found in the creation of Satanic things 
Including philosophy, music, movies, books, games. 
Whose background is purely hell-born 

It is seen in the psychotic, but as well the most sound-minded 
People with a demonic entity within them 

You just be able to identify it and work with them 
Sharing The Devil's purpose with them 


Witnessing its effect and accepting, even enjoying it 
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The evil side is where? 

It is a broken self 

It is a spirit that was sown up 

It is in the person who makes up accents, 
Sounds, and different pronunciations 

It is in a person that acts like someone else 
A detective maybe, or evil kid 

The Evil side is destructive, immoral 

The evil side is childish 

Of one who walks and talks childishly 
Whose talks to themselves differently 
Who talks to themselves more childishly 


The Evil half comes to those who were broken 
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Out of choice the atheist cannot see 

By using excuses and not rightly looking 
They cannot see 

They can't see the world for what it is 
Cannot see the forest for the trees 

Their part is of pawns 

In the game are three: 

God's, The Devil's, and them 

The atheist has a boring an unwholesome lot 
More so than those of the other two 

The gods are happy to share their secret 
Christ came then Buddha, then Mohamed 
Satan’s plan of victory 

And the game cannot be played otherwise 
God sets forth one then Satan of his own 
But if there was empirical evidence 

What games could be done? 

And as such the angels coalesce 

And the second meaning of life is understood: 


That it is all a game for gods to enjoy! 
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God made the demonic forces and Satan to rule over them 
That makes up the strong: like the Lion 

That makes up the strange: Like the mushroom 

That makes up the plants of vice: like the tobacco 


That makes up the evil: like the tick, or virus 


God made for him the moon and Venus 

God made of him Kings 

God took unto him his servants when the time came 
And God made for him certain people 

From all of this is the Demonic force made 

And all things of his build up in that place 

God put together the Holy Force as well 

Much opposite of the other 

Not the wolf but the sheep 

Not the roach or fly but the butterfly 


And as such God brought momentum, purpose, and duality to the Earth 
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Introduce the evil spirited to Satan 

For they may not know him otherwise 

Tell them that you have seen their inner Darkness 
Then give them Lucifer's light 

Guide them into becoming their selves through Satan 
Simply teach them to enjoy life 

Encourage them into creating the Satanic 

Help them with it to make it right 

Share with each others the Devil's teachings 
Create groups if you can 

One of the most arcane making 

Bear you symbols with pride 

Enjoy the things together that Satan has given 
Those things we all created in his name 


And bring about money into our economy 


Enjoy the life that Satan has given you 
And warn them to not be deceived by The Holy Bible 


79 

Christianity is the best trick the Devil ever made 

Christ did not even die on the cross 

Wasn’t even pinned on it 

Satan brought forth lies about him 

Putting words into his twelve disciple'’s mouths 

He was Jesus himself and the Romans crucified another 

That image we usually see of him is Lucifer 

It was a time for change, decidedly so, between Him and Satan 
And together they played “The Christian Game.” 

In the Time of Separation we will be sent to a Paradise our own 
A place only the brave boldly enter into 

Fearlessly so and assured 

Knowing from the start “somethings rotten in Denmark.” 
Christians are just a design of a perfect slave 

And God will have gained as much through them 

They will be sure we will be suffering somewhere 


But we will be living there extremely well 
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Light the candle John 

The daylight is nearly gone 

Sleep deep with monsters by your bed 
There in your cage 


Never think to escape 


For you belong to me 

And I will have you drown in your sorrow 
Because you have found so much pain 

I will invite you into my Kingdom 

Just remember the horrible cross 

And keep in mind my lot was far worse 

Yet a thing that lead you to me 

Share in my pain John 

Pour your blood into my cup 

Then end your life 

For you, John, J least despise. 

Sing the songs of heaven to lull you into sleep 
Utter my words forgetting your own 

Of yourself no longer speak 

Look unto my image as I shared it with you 
And be blessed with eternal pain, 


For it is then that you'll have become its slave. 
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They are told to march for Him with their backs straight 
Until their feet bleed, until they die of dehydration 

He gives to the Satanist their spoils 

He robs the poor of what little they have 

And as such is just God's imitation 

Satan knows the lot of a Christian 

It is appointed him to correct them 

They are the slaves of the universe 


They began as the most rotten of souls 


They are cast into a fire 

And the Devil punishes them in hell 

He knows they are just to be martyrs, 

Self sacrificing and strictly principled 

As God reduces them so does he 

Among all living things a Christian is condemned 


Not we. 
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The fate of a Satanist is lasting happiness 

A life of more arcane feelings 

A destined purpose apart from morality 

A less restricted more open road 

Not one of many detours, stop signs, dead end roads 

But a life of pleasure and peace 

The Satanic will capture the world 

Will master their place within it 

Will find all along the way things to slowly enjoy 

Even in the worst of circumstances 

And if calamity falls on them they don't surrender to it 
Rather they work even harder 

And if the world punishes them Satan will burn down its foundation 
Because he will not allow his own to suffer 

It is The Devil's Earth 

And the only Princes that ever were, ruled underneath him 
He gave them their power 

The way of the Satanist is a road of happiness 


It belongs to a person he gave that power to. 
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Beware the cost of claiming greatness through Satanism 
For it is reserved for those most deserving 

They that would be must earn their place 

Must earn their name 

Must earn their position 

The cost is high for the Satanist who often asks for it 
The Devil puts a boulder in their way 

He makes them strong enough to lift it 

Else they must turn and go back the other way 

He meets his own as appointed 

You may come upon him unknowingly 

Maybe without knowledge, with knowledge as preferable 
The Devil will meet you—or his own will 

To get a report of you 

To determine just who and what you are 

To sum these things up 

And if you are obnoxious to him he will torment your mind 
As such that it will take a ling time to mend 

But if on that day he meets you 

And you are peaceful, smart, full of respect 

Then he will crown you. He will lead you to a great seat beside him 


And you'll never have to endure an awful period of correction. 
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He exposes the fool that feigns greatness 


He reveals the lies that cover up the truth 


He shows the true tattered clothing they wear 
Stripping them of their robes 

He brings forth to the charlatan 

Those who will point at them and laugh 

He will show them a clown for His own 

And position them in a circus 

He will have them fumble with their hands 

Will have them given only sarcasm for compliments 
He will provide him an audience that mocks him 


And dance his moronic dance 
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Principles do not bend Satan 

Principles are not restricting of him 
Manners are never an issue 

To say a lie is not a sin 

He tells others to move 

Without offering an excuse 

He is bold because he is powerful 

And has nothing of fear for us 

So he roams about freely and strong 
Never feeling guilt or shame 

Never thinking poorly of himself 

Which are all things that come from human fears 
He speaks his mind boldly 

He shows his true self just as he wants to 
Never fears death nor human ailments 


As such has evolved naturally 


While humans only warp and rearrange themselves constantly. 


86 
May Satan come against the liars and hypocrites 
May he abolish the love-seekers who are full of hatred and tricks! 


May he throw down a culture imposing on others 


May he break free his own from cult-like thought 

Give us the power to be free 

Remove from the world its dictators 

Strengthen and empower democracy 

Let all say what they want to without harm 

Let us keep inside our own culture 

Let us act only accordingly and never in the wishes of another 
Let us be freely Satanic among you 

Not having their cultures and ways forced upon us 

Be a power against anarchy and lawlessness 

Even raise up a King against them if harm comes to our doors 
Put up a great wall dividing us from them 

And greatly protect us at the border 

Protect us in freedom in our golden territory 

Within or without not having constraints against us 

LORD Satan for these I pray. 


Hales-Nema. 
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What awful mistake can be made? 

To lightly bump into a person and be attacked for it 
To walk down the street and struck suddenly 


To be among crack head monsters at the wrong time 
To be captured by a nefarious pervert 
To be robbed violently 

Even in the light of day 

So Satan protect us 

Be with us on that day 

Have your angels watch over us 

Seeing us safely through 

Put a demon in their way 

And guide us away from that place 
That our worst fears not be made true 
And as for those kinds of evils subdue 


And offer no small punishment to. 
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Iam as one who earned his scars 

It would be so unfair to be denied them 
So I pray to keep this flesh always 
Never having to put on the new skin 
My wrists have been lacerated 


My stomach full of poison 


My day of sorrow is now behind me 
But I have been made stronger dually 

I have weighed happiness with remorse 
Found the former more satisfactory 
Abandoned my purpose given by God 
Whose Son bears the piercing mark 


Whose tortured body shown its damage 


Alluded to his price 

But everything he went through, I went through twice 
So may Satan preserve this spirit 

As it was created in the Darkest time 

And remind me of those days 


To let me know they’ve been left behind. 
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We detest the modern human 

We detest the restrictions they impose on us 

We detest being force fed unsavory things 

We do not like the modern system 

The enormous price it pays 

Their lowly thinking is framed in gold 

Into an ugly image they’ve gotten used to 

Only seeing each other's reflection as the same 

They cannot hope to grasp what we do 

That they've made a filthy and intrusive mess 

But we grow quite tired of dealing with their “problems" 
Have grown quite hateful for their impositions of “solutions” 
We've lost places to hide 

We find it hard to relax just a moment before a new ugly thing appears 
We are forced to care, or at least pretend to 

We are handed their sword and told to take up arms 

We are given shields we don’t need, but are made to uphold 
Their intellectual stuff is nothing but dribble 

The people have altogether got lost in their ways 


Simplistic pleasures are hard to find 


A simplistic life where happiness alone matters 
They put forth volumes and volumes of maps that lead them nowhere. 


The end of nowhere is the beginning of death. 
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Have faith in good reliable things, Oh Satanist. 
Bring into your life such things 

Things as such you have every day 

Bring beauty to your days! 

Toss away any bad thing 

At least if it cannot be corrected 

Pull into your life luxury as much as can be 
Compete for higher places 

Be well educated, with an education that best pays off 
Land yourself into the right life 

Secure your future, never fall 

Never meet with sorrow 

Never find boredom 

And move beyond the mediocre 

If greatness came by your own hands 


You’d made your place good and strong among the Satanic. 
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He is the sum of all bad parts made good 

Made whole through The Fall 

The one that found himself on the opposite end of heaven 
And a lasting being that has transformed himself into iniquity 


A lasting being whose purpose was destined 


At first made as one to whom God could speak to and appreciate 
Following down into ends he could not accept 

Leading him from the light of God 

Into his own light 

And given LORD over the Darkness 

A place prepared for him by at first giving him every previous thing 
The proudest of beings most excellently dressed 

And bearing the most excellent of gems 

As in fact made an entity of perfection 

Was made God's opposite side with all that it does 

A being ripped apart from God to serve purposes He could not 
Destined to rule over Darkness 

One of which whom God is amazed by, is in awe of 

Whose self could not do and so assigned to him 

And God sends him the sinner to deal with him instead 

He is the bringer of God's punishment 

For the lot of those that reject Him 

Satan is also the worker of these things 

Through Satan God knows His own in truth 

He identifies the unfaithful 

They have been purged through him, Satan 

And through and through are both sides seen 
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He shakes the foundation like Titan 
He rules over the deep like Leviathan 
He lures in the wicked like Siren 


His words breath fire like Bahamut 


He saves lives like Phoenix 

He strikes the land with lightning like Ramuh 

He is an abominable force like Ragnarok 

These are his powers we summon 

These are his powers we invest 

That the word quakes against the evils that have grown too large 
In a time when a person cannot find peace 

If any would sail his seas let them be forewarned 
Leviathan awaits the unfaithful, the absent of his traits 
The fate of the hatefully wicked is doom 

No one knows when they will encounter him 

But out of nowhere doom appears and they pay the price 
Those livid in his air where they aren’t as us (don't belong) 
Nor serve him—will meet a fate most terrible! 

His diamonds have been laid by Shiva 

Those who’d take them are thieves 

And will be punished 

But he will raise up The Man from death that he needs 


His highest servants, his greatest disciples 
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There is a strong and distinct duality in nature 

Much can be learned of Satanism by Christian reversal 
Much to of both God and his opposite, Satan 
Satanism is the best opposite 

Satanism always was, found in the Pagan, Rome 
Things so greatly work in twos 


Are so much made up of twos 


Two is the number of existence 

Two is the number of life and death 

A new life there three, and one beside it, four 

Three to God, Four to Satan 

By two life is had and made 

One creates, one creates more 

One destroys, one destroys more 

Else one creates, one destroys 

Or one destroys, and one creates, to repeat the process 
Our intention to create or destroy can either be good or bad 
In the long run were things made better? 

That is the question that Satan asks 

While God asks, “is my will done?” 


Satan was created to cause things that God could not. 
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If you live peacefully could you be blamed? 

Or if your siding with Satan is sure and fixed could you? 
The punishment is not for those true with their ways 
But rather it is for the undecided and harmful 

And wrath belongs to Satan, not so much us, 

Who will act on our behalf 

The atheistic sinner is far worse than us 

They have the unforgivable sin 

If you do not believe God exists He will not believe that you do, either 
But a person honest in his ways commits no sin 

They may be punished for what they do 


But not having guilt is not a sin 


And some just don't know what they are doing 

As such they are not causing their own sin, an uncontrollable outside force is 
Being blameless means you have no reason to be blamed 

If they blame you for something they did then they’ve forfeited themselves 

If they blame you in the first place then they know already they did wrong 
They’d in fact offer you as a sacrifice for their wrong doing 

So truth will cover many sins 

To honestly admit to wrong doing 

Rather than being one that has to be peered deeper into 

Known as a liar, untrustworthy, only adding to wrong doing that way 


They make one wrong two. 
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In Satanism things change 

Under the Satanic Earth and of Hell, things change 
Conditions change, as ways and means, 

The direction of things, 

Always changing 

Looking for the most suitable cause 

Turning down the road into a better place 

Finding a way around anything that simply doesn’t work 
Satan himself changes 

God is said not to change but Satan is not Him 

So his nature changes, 

Humans do too. Humans have been capable of great change 
Since the time of the fruit 

We embody Satan more than God 


We carry a part of His image more or less 


But “none are righteous, and only God is good.” 

We are of our Father the Devil 

But that doesn’t make us murderous liars 

Based on Holy Scripture we find an altogether simplistic description 
They’d think they’d know him full and well 

But they do not. 
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The Buddhist reaches upward 

We reach below 

They seek enlightenment that detours away from the World 
We embrace and conquer it 

We may even carry the weight on our shoulders 

Just to become more strong 

And if we were to lose good material things 

We'd at least have had them, 

And have something to get back 

Enlightenment against the world will never serve us well 
Life for us is about pleasure and other worldly things 
Like intellect, learning, doing well 

The Earth is our oyster 

Our time here is greatly precious 

And it is up to us individually to make it so 


But comes as a true blessing, not some sort of curse. 
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Nothing is funnier than Satan sadly playing his trumpet to heaven 


Nothing is more robust than the feast he eats apart from Christ 


And hell and hatred in him was never so 

His branch never dried out 

His flower stays forever blossomed 

He's always had those around to pull up weeds 
He has made an excellent thing of the Earth 

As so assigned, and most perfectly fitting 

He brought us progress 

He lead our cause into Godhood which comes closer every day 
He worked here for many, many centuries 

Was the part of our story from the beginning 
He leads us into a utopia 

He had the past teach us great lessons 

He is the greatest of Earthly wisdom 

And as he had made it so it is his 


His that he has made and given us 
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A time of an eternally full cup is upon us 

A time of great food all eaten without fatness 

A time without cancer or sickness 

A time of “spiritual” roaming 

A day comes when material things cost nothing 

And are had in full greatness 

The day will come when crime and suffering is no more 

And immortality itself will be ours 

I am not talking about a heavenly kingdom as it is thought to be 
But The Heavenly Kingdom that mostly science and technology will bring 


A time of Alienic Forces brought forth by Satanism 


Planted on the Earth 
Science and Tech going into rapid over drive 
Begins to multiply and multiply more 


Until with a snap of our finger we’ve become gods. 
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Be so fervent against irrational behavior 

Uncork the screw of great wine privately 

Intensely follow the rule that they may not take from you 
Establish yourself an arbitrator against those of unsound needs 
But do not make your cause with the closed minded 
They have a Fiery breath 

They’d learn to talk to have their way 

Have mastered it much more than you would 

They’d say Christ said I could take 

They’d lived on quirky principles taught them 

As though to say burn in hell! Iam warning you! 

They expect us to be principled the same 

Living in a wonderful world of those “free" 

Only they give themselves out free 

And freely take from others 

As an exchange of souls 

Like unto a person who feels they don't deserve their own entity 
Individual places in the world are easy to come by 

And how fortunate 

I can't myself tolerate being around them even an hour 
Let us last longer on our own fuel 


Which is a superior fuel 


Which burns them out 

Of which we consume and continue forth 

As they’d take from most but not from our own. 
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They’d lash out and curse you with the slightest offense 
They hide their true colors 

They’d bring about a day of your destruction 

They'd curse you and your ways 

They’d chew you up and spit you out 

They privately hate you 

They would run all over and take from you 

A careful eye spots them quickly 

An attentive ear will make it sure 

Their gawking, their ugliness, the frown on their faces 
Their soured eyes speak of a life of self hate 

They are those that hate the world 

Are those who’s enemies they could never conquer 
They sometimes have an undeserving lot 

But are people to avoid at all cost 

Let them lead themselves into destruction 

Into jail, prison, bad places—high on drugs in a gutter 
Drowning in alcohol whose wounds do not fix 

Know your enemies for who they are 

As tormented souls angry at every moment 

Who privately hate others and quickly enough it is apparent of them 
They’d accost you the moment they can 

And it is the only relief they'd ever see 


In their world are no friends, only enemies 
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The hand of perfection 

From where does it come? 

And to where does it go? 

It comes at the cost of time. 

It has no ending, is ever improving 

It is in the eye of the beholder 

It is a mystery of all mysteries 

What makes a better thing? 

It is increasingly hard to improve 

Answers to making it even better become ever harder to know 
It must come from the hand that loves what it is doing 

It must have the right background 

It comes from preparation and education 

The practice practiced that makes of the knowledge the greatest thing 
It comes from determination and mastery 

A thing only done by a minority 

Perfection is a god that lives forever, worthy of worship 


An achievement that never ends. 
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Amplify your fortune 

Bring energy from your possessions 

Seek the cheaper, make it better 

There are those in the Earth who cannot 

Most people are too simple minded to accomplish this 


First they can only appreciate what they find others appreciate 


Second they may deny materialism altogether 

Third they cannot find value without heavy expense 
And fourth they are only lead to new things 

But how great is the treasures they abandoned 

How removed we are from the cave, forest, park 

And what a far excellent lot is ours 

We stand in time as greatly deserving 

Greatly earning due to our past 

A past we cannot recall 

Being sent here accordingly 

And the food of the godless is always taken from them 
And given to us 

The world as a whole is ours and ours alone 

Apart from truly rotten parts and pieces 

We’d gamble on that and win every time 

Knowing to take as a Satanist does hands them the most excellent of things 


And is as such a true mastery of Earth 
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Kings and Queens will be done away with 

Will live but a moment 

But in that time have come to torture 

Any of those not adhering to the strictest of rules 
After all a ruler craves power and yet more 

And as deeply so as can be 

The human side then is seen as destructive 

The only wall between us and evil 


Are the walls we make for each other 


For our loved ones to be protected and ourselves 
Should be its foundation 

With not a rock thrown to the other side 

Some will long gaze at that wall 

And find a way to climb it 

Then become our rulers when on the other side 
Given liberty humans are evil 

They are easily spoiled, abuse their rights, take liberties 
As such without one to powerfully inhibit this 
They'll run amuck of destruction 

Leading all Kings and Queens where they came from: 
The murderous nature of man 


The Evil Monkey of the Planet Earth. 


104 

Sorrow crept up on me as I was deep in self pity 

Guilt formed from me because I thought myself wrong 
Slowly all that was begat sorrow 

While my guilt increased and I called forth a King against me 
I then called out to God asking for reparations 

I set my heart on becoming weak 

Not until I was devoured by my enemies did I think myself free 
Of the torment I invented 

The torment I invested myself into 

I returned to God who asked me to carry more weight 

So I carried the cross of faith 

Eagerly awaiting my turn to die 


Having never lived life 


Having never been freed 
But rather had imprisoned myself 


And I threw away the key. 
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All of their lives they sought the way away from The Devil 
And their demons followed them 

They were in awe of Satan and his most terrible power 
Their rejection of Satan cost them 

They never enjoyed life, never lived 

They were like a sheep running from the wolf all their days 
That beast they’d meet at death 

God wanted for them great things, 

Confidence in life not foreshadowed by “evil.” 

In the end it was like the sheep meeting the Great Lion 
Whom, once they looked at fearfully, admired 

Entered into his paradise, 


Not chewed up and devoured. 
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Let time speak for itself 

Nothing is written in stone 

Jesus himself was a thing far apart from what they predicted 
God's ways are not set in stone 

There's simply not knowing the future 

Not but a small part of things near 

The scope of things are far more beautiful than anything written 


In a book that's seen its years 


Jesus is no longer the same 


Nor is his disciples, nor God, nor The Devil, nor the gods. 
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Try walking slower 

Try enjoying your steps 

Try looking at beauty 

Try being yourself 

Make your own rules and freely break them 

Count your blessings and multiply them 

Return to a fairer time 

Be fair with yourself 

Be guided by His light 

Do not accept it as a mistake but as a thing learned 

Go to modern therapy that teaches self appreciation and acceptance 
Regard not bad unto you unless punished 

Be quick to say “no harm done" 

Slow to be remorseful, quick to evolve from self love 

The councilors of today have learned well the Satanic way 
The Christian counselor be no more 

The modern therapeutic philosophy is Satan-born 

There just for his Children to benefit from and understand 


But never for a person of closed and locked doors 
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Humans have longed used their godly power 
To make today better than before 


We’ve grown out of suffering, our greatest enemy 


Removing ourselves from it as best as possible 

It is unfathomable what we have overcome 

Not one bad problem wasn't tended to a million times over 
And look unto the lightness of the day 

Today we say we shall overcome 

Tomorrow we will say we have overcome! 

That great time in history is near 

Before long we will appear 

Gods among gods, as a purpose so profoundly completed 
One that was a job of thousands upon thousands and many more years 
It is on that day that Satan will be exonerated and praised 
Will be given The Robe of God 

And we will become his adopted Children 

And The Holy God will turn to another of his creation 
Beneath which shall be Satan and we his angels 


Just as it had happened here on Earth 
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Satan has given us the internet to preserve ourselves 
He gave it naughty things to ensure it was not a fad 

It contains every bit of everything about us 

An immense accumulation of facts 

It shows our true nature 

It answers and educates, teaching us means and ways, 
The back ground of things, 

Many images, many moving images, 

Earthly phenomena and a great amount of books 


It is a record of these things 


It is his proposal to God 
It is a thing God will examine 


Will accordingly reward Satan for his work. 
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The Satanic atheist is surely the pawns of Satanism 

Given less magic to work with 

Are primarily a physical-only incarnation 

They move along the more political scheme 

They are only there to gather the honey for the Quern 
They’d made steadfast to an oxy-moron, 

Representing a kind of anti-evil among us 

Not feared due to their clownish appearance 

Made to not interfere with true Devil Worshippers 

Made hidden away from its true contexts 

Found lacking, made to serve as punishment with sparse reward 
They are clowns in the circus, a perfect diversion 

They work for a Church that not is 

Are kept from writing additional things regarding it 

And their only hope to join in our ranks is by turning to us, 
By moving away from them 

Which isn’t easy as Atheistic Satanism is the most powerful of cults 
They are made to roll over its philosophy constantly 

And are overall people gravely inadequate with their selves 
Being forced fed jargon and paying the Devil’s dues, 

Due to their past 

They are a trick played on God 

And are a trick played on by the Satanic 
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What great wind must blow for humanity to learn 

Even a massive hurricane 

To leave the problems of today for tomorrow 

To not have taken care of the issues now 

To embark on a sea they know to be vile in the end 

To be as friends to their poor fates 

To reside beside a volcano 

To live in a hazardous place 

To so much lazily not attend to impending disaster 

To remain a race that still needs guidance 

To blunder about without concern for the cliff ahead 
To be such a poor example, 

Makes our forgiveness unconditional. 

That makes our forgiveness unconditional 

We lack the better brain by just such a small amount 
We work with that thing given 

We are not far from animals that prowl 

We know just enough that things are right or wrong 
But are so easily fooled in this maddening place 

And because of these things we are forgiven through and through 
Save but one thing: we are all made to die 

But after death the one and only cost will have been paid 
Given our lot, and given our transformation after death, 


There’s no such thing as hell nor anything even closely resembling it! 
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The words of fools say we are condemned by a higher power 
They work intricately to save their souls 

They make their beds in heaven 

But will not awaken in them 

They do no more than find comfort in the grave 
And it is a great sin to not enjoy life 

To having never lived 

They think they’ve found a secret just for them 
They share that “secret" 

Telling others that they’ve found the way in 

There is a time in the future that comes to the past 
It is there you are brought up 

It is there from where you come forth 

It is the greatest mystery of time 

It is times past from which you'll emerge 

As the soul does not die 

It is born again in the mind of the greatest power 
Whose breath returns life 

As such a universe inhaling and exhaling 

The other side of the coin flipped 

That other dimension that alludes to us 

The sun not seen until the next day 

A time of the night with but the mystery of the changing moon 
To not know where it goes but to get there someday 


A place far, far away. 
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We were given a life from God but a purpose from Satan 
We were reborn the Satanist 

We may have used magic once for protection against a strict parent 
Especially of one who was Christian 

But we found the evil thing attractive 

So we had more of it 

Such as demonically influenced music 

Looking to commune with The Devil 

Honing in on darker forces 

Enjoying them in full 

Enjoying sorcery, as robust as it is 

Taking on a darker perspective 

And having a heart that is black 

But being misunderstood by others 

Being considered just plain people who like black clothing 
Perhaps just strange, but innocently enough 

But I know in my childhood I had a murderous heart 

My very emotions were inspired by a passionate evil 

Fixed on destruction of those who I'd should have deemed sacred 
Family. Who desperately tried to change me, 

To place even a drop of love was inside my heart 

Which came the day they found out my plot 


And the tears of my mother saved my soul. 
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I was made of Darkness through and through 
I knelt before Satan from an early age, 


But is was the greater evil force behind him that I was made 


I came to learn about Satan in a better life 

But I came from that force directly behind him 

In my years I produced wisdom 

Enough to be more rational 

I learned to operate that Darkness 

Not letting it swallow me whole 

I came unto reasoning 

The Devil enlightened me, 

And I left more evil things into his hands 

And that was a salvation from him 

For he is not the Darkness himself 

He is the Light of Darkness 

His own are such made 

But if they are blindly made they will not see what they became 
And act as mindless servants to the power behind him 
Not as servants to what that made him 


But being designed improperly by a power we can't mold. 
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The most brilliant light that came down to us from heaven 
The LORD that would not carry God’s burdens 

The triumphant in his rebellion here 

That encapsulates the better thing 

Dividing heaven and taking its select pieces 

Who has roamed across Earth 

Adding to those 

Knowing the world better, bringer of magic 


Owner of all good things here 


Whose hand has taken tight control over 
Not a being that bleeds out his soul 
Remaining steadfast, having been hammered well 
The everlasting evil 

The firstborn of iniquity 

The challenger against unwholesome ways 
Great pleasure surrounds him 

Fit to be a King 

Does not run and hide 

But stands strong in power 

Fights against the soulless Man 

Enlivens those with him 

Crafter of great things 

Absent of remorse 

Inequities purest calculation 

As one that will not bend 

Found in the land of milk and honey 


Residing somewhere over and past the sun. 
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His spirit is on the earth 

His demonic forces can be found beneath it 
His evil rides a headless white horse 

His Jupiter is in the sea 

His trident rules over the spirits there 
Some place known as Atlantis 

Shiva rules over the East 


Her trident is fearsome against Christianity 


He sits beneath the tree 

He tells his visitors great arcane things 

He influences the shape of the world 

He leaves a place conquered until he must return 
He wipes clean the filthy of the Earth 

Wise as to who he should punish 

He rewards the peaceful loving person 

But strikes hard against those that harm the innocent 
He brings with him progress 

Will meet the scientist half way 

He brings blessings to his faithful 

He brings up Fiery Hell to fashion the sword 
Equipping it with justice 
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He is the candy, not the vegetable 
He is the soda not the water 

He is the sun not the star 

He is the diamond not the crystal 
He is the tree not the shrub 

He is the flower not the weed 

He is in the blood of a Man 

He is LORD over nature, its greater things 
He is the salt, not the sand 

He is the ocean not the lake 


He is the greatness of earth in full. 
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Satan is God 

Satan is Christ 

Satan is our power, our liberty, our Salvation 
He leads the way 

Forward unto greatness 

Excellence, through passion 

His spirit is alive and living in us 

And cannot be taken from us 

He is our provider 

From him great things come 


He is our creator that shares with us his perfection. 
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Most human people are faulty things 
They have minds based on simplicity 
Are overall just living for the next meal 
Or worse, drugs 

Are designed off of the popular 

The today-now-modern 

They haven’t any taste 

No unique style 

But Satan has us living for so much more 
He has us become so much more 

And it brings life into the soul 

Unlike theirs, of they that have one dead 
He breathes into us life and uniqueness 
He expands our minds 


And he has us separated from those other kinds. 
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May Satan be active in our life 

May we be so noticeable as to be seen 
Spreading our work for him far and wide 

May what we do be a torrent 

May Satan smile on the storm, rupture, quake of it 
To challenge the common way 

To cause great change 

To establish the better 

To produce a work of art 

Book, game, movie 

Something of lasting appeal 

May our creations be most well 

Filling the Earth, returning the power he gave us 


By powerfully working on great things 
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God created the tick 

The mosquito, lice 

Things of the worst kind 

That attach themselves 

Drinking our blood like milk 

Lice that procreate on our body 

Its children taking our blood 

He snatches up his followers from a shark filled sea 


But he made the shark, 


Made lime disease, and whose to say why? 
God is as statistical as the spider he made 
Wrapping its fly in its web, made mobile 
Having its blood drained out 

As statistical as the prey in a Lion’s jaws 


That devours them then turns to their young. 
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They’ve whispered to me that I am evil 

They whisper to me that I am the Devil 

They called me by name, Lucifer 

They put wise and proud words in my mouth 
Enough to keep me awake for a full year 
Without sleep for a year because of the rehearsal 
Of thoughts 

While homeless and preparing 

Inside Hell itself I emerged to write down 

Far greater things than before 

My life was protected until then 

I tried taking my life with horrible poisons, 

Like insecticide, bleach, and oven cleaner 

I slit my wrist too, but survived 

And now I write what I write 

Was given a phone, tea, coffee, pens, paper, all I need 
I hand down the knowledge that Satan gave me 

I am at perfect peace now 

What I asked for came at a high cost 


Now it is time to pay the Devil's dues. 
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Thorns and thistles were in Man's way 

And He cut it all down 

Great beasts once devoured Her 

And She formed a brick home 

The lot of Man was to deal with suffering 
But the world itself was assigned to Them 
And slowly but surely they became like gods 
Of one who once produced food from nothing 
Who walked on water 

What could soon be seen 

A man walking on air 


A person liberally feeding all at no cost. 
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We asked for enlightenment from Lucifer 

And he put into our hands precious diamonds 

We asked for food from our LORD and he gave us a feast 
We said to him “we thirst" and he gave us soda 

When we were in the dark we requested light, and it poured out from us 
He put us by a fire warm 

We became in fact like spoiled children 

Allowed to make our own mistakes 

But rich with a piece of his perfection, and so blessed 
We told him we were tired and he understood, 

His wisdom served as a pillow 


His black wings served as a blanket 


And on the first day our cup was full 
On the first day we ate like never before 
On the first night we heard music so joyfully 


Then we slept like we never did before. 
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He loves the sound of our new accents 

He loves his children to be childish children 
He is about appreciation for candy 

He would have the world be less plain 

He looks well upon people childish in public 
Walking, sitting, talking as such 

The less inhibited, less embarrassed with themselves 
He is against things that bond into seriousness 
Would have us simply more free 

More free speaking, more freely acting 

Acting: being someone you are not 

Without even a film to be in to do so 

Your own movie made 

Sounds you make up and hum 

Words of no meaning but to you 

Saying certain words and phrases certain ways 


All of these are to be The Devil's Children. 
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Is the world ending? I would say it is uncertain 
Will we conquer earth and nature in time? 


Before a great disaster looms over? Such as an asteroid? 


We have come very far, truly, but have a very long way to go 

When it comes to preventing natural disaster 

We have beings looking over us, however 

But death is a part of life, and the Earth itself may follow the same rule 
Will the Antichrist appear? 

Some have already—and demonic influences have caused the worst 
Will God let us keep what we have gained here? 

Or will all of the work be taken 

Did he give us life in return? 

Perhaps it comes as punishment and cost 

Will the rapture occur? 

I haven’t answers, only can say 

It will be a time to behold if their prophesy is true 

Only their prophesy is too difficult to clearly be understood 

That stuff can mean anything 

I personally have been waiting all of my life 

If it does happen I will revel 

As humanity is just a waste of my time 

Pointless, which is nihilism I feel, about a job and boss 

A silly mess that needs a great cleaning 

As innocent people are being brutally beaten 

By soulless people that deserve to die 

And as a Satanist I was appointed power over them 

To witness Satan's great wrath 

Against such people—to live to see them burn will be a great pleasure of mine 
I will kneel before the Beast while singing 


“London Bridge is Falling Down!” 
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From my earliest years was my interest in magic 
In Satanism, witchcraft, Satanic Cults 

Demonic Satanism you could say 

A person who felt evil inside him 

Which could have lost my freedom 

I would write for Satan things 

From paper, to mechanical typewriter, 

From electronic typewriter to computer, 

And from computer to smart phone 

It is a job in my pocket now 

And I am so grateful for internet to share these things 
I have come to know just about every religion you could think of 
I'd waste enough paper to cover a forest 

I created magical alphabets 

Symbols and sigils new and old 

A young teenager performing Satanic rituals 
With witches, knowing demons, 

Coming to speak to The Devil 

To eventually come onto a hard road 

Be transformed by it greatly 

And to begin my true fate as an author 


The Devil's Messenger, Damuel. 
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The true idol you build is one of creation of a Satanic thing 
Whatever you would best make and continue to improve 


The true image of Satan dwells in such as those who produce 


The things you create: a book, a song, game, movie, whatever 
Being made good enough to honor him with it 

The idol you build is a thing to continually improve, 

Seeking its perfection 

As such for Honor unto him 

And a thing of his image, representation 

It speaks well of the power behind him 


And should be a thing that carries his name. 
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The most notorious people in human history 

Were influenced by Demonic forces 

They’ve had shined in Satanic lawlessness 

Become admired by those who cannot 

With secularity the Satanist has been freed 

Pulling up from their imagination great villains 

Within an area of freedom we have thrived under that purpose 
Other liberated countries doing the same 

In fact The Devil has his own contained there, 

While his prey lives elsewhere 

We can grow from Satanism where we dwell 

And it is as a great power over them 

To not be restricted to so create 

A place we abundantly live 

A place worth fighting for 

A place protected by Satan 

As it contains his treasures and his people making them 


But if a time comes when the source is lost or no longer given credit 


Our doom will be found 
Greater freedom brings these people out 


But only the surest rule breakers excel beyond them. 
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For every cheap cause against our quality of life 

That they spend millions, billions to produce 
Advertising should-be and not-should-be 

We should put up two advertisements 

Telling them to not tell us what to do 

They that slowly grow in their power against our choices 
Until education is mandatory, sugar is taxed 

Flavors are gone, money cannot be gambled 

Say in every place: “stop telling us how to live, 

And stop telling us what to do, 

Stop telling us what we can and cannot have, 

Stop denying us what we like, 

And only present your problems to those who would hear them.” 
But as for us we need you to leave 

You are an offensive presence 

We do not need a father or mother 

We don't need to be told how to live 

We don’t need you to define for us what is good and bad 
We’d prefer to have our own choices 

We insist that you give us choices, 

Instead of the oppression you'd bring 

Bringing it to us like a gift from heaven 


A thing we are just going to burn to ash! 
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Where is one to find a friend on Earth? 

One that doesn’t turn on you 

That doesn’t talk too much 

That have you share 

That has expectations you don’t understand 
Sometimes insecure, periodically hate you 

One quickly offended, one jealous 

Even one that openly tries to make you envious 


Just a waste of time overall 
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Land of commercials heard dozens of times a day 
Kingdom of deciding on large or small fries 
Trademarks for idols 

Song of abrasiveness 

Place of fools galloping free 

Leader of ignorant marches 

Problemless place of more problems, 

All that can be had 

Producer of simple minded philosophy 
Provider to the blatantly free 

Cause without cause, and so fed into 

A place of a hedonistic people 

Being paid to operate the same 


Behind which billions are made! 
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Without Satan their arm cannot reach 

Cannot find the right form of iniquity 

But are altogether lost 

Satan came here to save us 

His time to do so was recently seen 

As he knew that we were in need of him 

And like “you can lead a horse to water, but you can't force him to drink,” 
They’d only know a selfish hedonistic purpose 

Until the countries drown 

Without Satanism things of sheer hedonism brings doom 
But through him comes the knowledge of mastery 

That must proceed from it, 

Else be cursed into downfall 

A King thereby made, or some sort of ruler, 

To end the anarchy 

Which is caused by such things as selfish, godless hedonism 
We need a figure to guide us 


And that figure must be him. 
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When I drink my tea in the morning 

I’ve found I had guilt in my heart 

Things formed from that every morning 
Along with fear and self doubting 
Stemming from thinking I’ve done wrong 


Inviting a demon before me 


One that taunted me 

Denying to myself they deserve to be my enemies 
Thinking I was wrong in one way, wrong in another 
Both weights became too heavy to balance 

And when the judge did appear 

I could not defend myself 

I had no excuses even though excuses were there 
But I denied the right reasoning 

Things really were unfair 

Did not offer a rhyme or reason 


Just said of jail: send me there! 
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Who are more the Martyrs of Satan 

Than those that fought for and established freedom 
Freedom of speech, freedom of expression, of religion 
Because of the brutality of Christianity 

As found in the land left far behind 

Its reign of two thousand years preventing the Work of Satan 
And if he will give us our freedom 

Then we will live to serve him, doing his work 

In a land that is free, Freedom to Worship Satan speaks volumes 
Yet they’d strip it from us trying to not include us 

Showing the colors they always wore 

Claiming to be the only good in the Earth 

Claiming to be imperative 

Taking claim of falsely principled goodness 


Offering the rotten things to us in their hands 


The martyrs of Christ have never served any good 
The Martyrs against them stand for humane freedom 


Born out of the most terrible conditions “Christ” has forced on us. 
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They have ruled over us once upon a time of two thousand years 
We have broken free and now keep an eye on them, 

Closely watching 

They have things to spit on us yet still 

They are as a chained bull dog starving for food, 

Suddenly denied their power 

The pieces they torn down are quickly brought up 

By the thunderous forces of Satan 

Yet Jesus’ own still accuse him of destruction 

Liberty comes at a price that must be paid 

For better or worse The Constitution must be upheld 

Let none wander too far off going after Christ 

As they’ll return with a sword in hand striking us down 

In their Churches they don't do much more than plot our destruction 
And with it any semblance of a truly good life 

They’d take it away as though it is theirs, and their duty too 
They are quite good at seeping in from the cracks 

Like their carpenter is most worthy to seal them up 

They dismiss us as murderers all the while 

As nothing more than evil on the Earth 

But our LORD has always been THE LORD OF PROGRESS 

Able to roam more quickly now, set free 


And we must keep that spirit free else be condemned by Christianity. 
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The time of the Satanist is here! 

The time in which his works have begun, even greatly so, so quickly 
Our time is at hand 

We are around our own kind now, who are many 

For any great thing a Satanic form has been made 

And it is important to know their origins, establishment 

Our accomplishments echoing them 

What a proud thing we will have to say 

After we have created our own Satanic thing 

To have done so as greatly as could be 

Giving birth to the materiality of Satanism 

But we yearn for greater freedom that is absent 

Christianity was replaced with a similar but different rule 

As it sought to replace itself by secular people 

Ruling their own way but as so fashioned, given example to 

That is the worst part of the modern Satanic world— 

Satan has not yet become King over the people 

He is a King of far greater freedom, far lesser restrictions 

Far broader choices, far less morals—restrictive morality that doesn’t need to be 
When our LORD takes over then we will have total freedom 

Save harming the innocent person or blatantly objectionable things 
His liberation in full we will then act free 

His ways becoming known and appreciated, 

Will come from the dictum Be Liberated 

Accept me as your King, 

And abolish the old ways in full, leaving behind all Christian remnants. 


Proceed now in a greater place, My Kingdom 


A place where you will not find any restrictions 
A time when we decide to throw down the cross as a heavy boulder 


A time when greater minds thrive and the simple minded are mocked and 
ridiculed 


That as they must be in the name of progress 


And an institution of intellect be formed that gives rise to The Satanic Kingdom. 
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I have found I have had appreciation in my life for Satanic things 
It wasn’t Jesus during Christmas but Santa, the Pagan tree 
It wasn’t Jesus at Easter but the Easter Bunny 

The fairy came for my tooth, 

The time of Halloween, horror movies, ghastly things 

The carnival my school held that night 

May Day pole in elementary school with Pachelbel’s Cannon 
Metal music, more aggressive music, and Classic Rock 
Appreciation of things, a life lived well, not sacrificial 

I can say that everything is better through Satanism 

That the Pagan ways are a joy 

That magic in my life added magic in my life 


That things weren’t so meaningless as they would be in a Christian world. 
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I cast doubt upon non Satanic things 

I shut my mind to spiritualists “lofty headed” things 
I'd have not my things taken by them 

I'll hear no “truth" coming from abstinence 


I'd rather go where the world will take me 


Until the day I die 

Not being concerned about its next incarnation 

Knowing I enjoyed the cards that were dealt me 

Enjoying the game, having gotten good at it 

The architecture of my soul has led me out of misery 

Has lead me into life's more excellent things 

And I'd been unable to practice what they’ve imagined up 
Those silly thinkers that deny the greater things of Earth 
Anything of an un-earthly philosophy would just deplete me 
I’ve come to know and enjoy too much about life for that to ever happen 
And I offer the way forward, 

A way not convoluted in self treachery and premature death 
Just with simple advice: live to enjoy life, enjoy life to truly live 
And don’t look lightly on those who don't 

They that would not magnify natural greatness 

But rather dim it out, shut it out, cast it away 


They are Earth's Blasphemous, systematically demeaning a good life. 
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The style of the Satanic is shown from Diablism 

Are constructed of more Satanic sounds as the Satanist naturally finds 
Are an entity of modern controversy 

A door opening to embrace 

Could be made of the psycho, vampire, 

Warlock, Witch, Beast or Creature, 

Barbarian or goblin, 

Villains of many kinds 


It is a story of a Darkness beautiful 


The rebel that conquered tyranny 

The evil entity- Aku 

The thing that brings into Satanic form 
Which before wasn’t there 


Or to do uniquely the same adding and adding upon again. 
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In the stage of time Satan's many forms have been seen 

Man is more apt at constructing his image than he is of Holy things 
Satan resides in old books and stories 

Old music and instruments for so whom was made 

Is seen in the older cultures worshipping him 

Is the maker of the more worldly philosophies 

Dwelled in the minds of people long past 

As he had put his thoughts and nature into their hearts and minds 
His ways were quickly adapted into movies, shows, cartoons 
(Shows came at last, but would come to be in full) 

An anime, a horror movie, a Satanic drama, a large number of them 
And into music, especially metal, 

Into games, board games, quest and magic games, RPG games, 

And often of other genres as well 

Satan is a thing that loves to be on stage 


For The Devil is too lovely to be ignored. 
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The sins of today are paid tomorrow 
Once spoiled and spoiled more 


Once a little power until a lot more, and more after 


Once a legitimate complaint then right-born-into overthrow 
The little cause amplified into the greater cause 

And as such finding its power and knock-down momentum 
But the day may follow for a better people who do such as us 
Restorations of former ways 

Which may seem outdated, 

With perhaps some adjusted will make the world a better place 
It is to restart from the past, only better 

Systems have been added to systems 

Procedures have been drilled into the world ever deeper 

The lonely isolated person will find more solace 

Among but family perhaps, or a circle of close friends 

Evil grows and when it becomes an adult it turns on us 


Angels that we make grisly tired of their positions and become our demons. 
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The best seated Satanists take it a throne 

They do not engage in taxing things 

They are more a cat in their place than a caged bird 
They offer no time for menial things 

They produce a modern amusement 

And with the money it garners live alone, peacefully 
Even in times of war, depression, and anarchy 

The best suited things to them are any item of pleasure 
They have come to know their tastes down to the wire 
And will accumulate accordingly 

With their hands come magic 


And are like demon's pets 


They can take any hour and make it well 
Will work for their future 


To undo mediocrity. 
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Satan stands for greater freedom and liberty 
He'd say that people should live freely 

To not be bombarded with imposed lifestyles 
Should not have choices greatly reduced as things are 
He finds self defense against the least harmful 
The Christian mentality says, 

“His insults toward you didn’t warrant an attack,” 
As aresult people are free to group up against and slander 
Even next to death’s bed 

And they taught and bully, 

Making the mass slaughter their own fault 

The age of choices rise higher, 18, 21, 

The flavors are no longer provided 

The taxes on sin increase 

Propaganda makes them social stigmas, 
Disgusting, wrong, not allowed, seek counseling! 
When people do find their rights 

Politicians are there to take them 

They’d take things that make a life insufferable 
Throw them in jail, prison 

Taking them from family 


Then say that they’ve served the world right. 
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The best thing that a Satanist can work towards is isolation 
It is becoming preferable however, and will probably do itself 
This is a great optimism for us 

As harmful people mostly come from groups and group mentality 
Groups are the stigma of culture 

But we no longer live in caves 

No longer find much at the park 

No longer have to hunt food together 

And groups have turned to human prey 

More and more are things delivered 

Is money put on pocket card 

A place where water is there as needed 

A place of greater personal freedom 

Connecting to the outside online 

And eventually comes the same but better, 

Such as with holograms 

Then the day arrives we have made an ethical slave: 

Of robots, androids 

Then perhaps comes universal basic income, 

As all other work is done 

And food itself easily procured from a sci-fi like machine 
These are the Trinity of Utopia: 


Science, Technology, and Isolation. 
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The trinity of Satanism are these: 


Progress, Individuality, and Happiness 


They are the three causes of Satan 

May we not succumb to the forces of degenerate minds 

But rather perfect our thinking over a lifetime 

And let us establish a good life of happiness 

Under which resides wealth 

Wealth to live considerably well, 

Luxuriously so—having a swimming pool, 

A home theater 

In the name of capitalism, 

A societal structure of Satanism- the best 

Progress of today is the better and cheaper thing of tomorrow 
Reach deep inside yourself 

Discover who you truly are 

Make of your design such things 

Things you’ve found as like diamonds and gems in the rough 
And let us praise Satan for bringing into the world these: 


Happiness, Individuality, and Progress. HIP. 


147 

Let not a light shine down on the garbage that pigs eat 
The Devil's subservient feast on our waste 

They aren't to be seen by us or us them 

Let them be lead into the darkness eating our waste 
They are our clean makers 

They are not to be evolved into wart hogs 

They are trained to eat up righteousness and spit it out 
And we put on it icing, sprinkles of salt 


Make it savory for them 


They grow to be our pets doing wicked deeds 

They are the buffer, the whipping boy, the scape goat 
They are objects of testing 

They have been found Satanic but too inadequately so 
Are generally a danger to be around 

And so had to be herded away 


Taken to Gehenna where they may live. 
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Satan knows the truth 

And the truth is told by the Satanic, 

Like from movies, books, and games 

And from any other medium 

The truth we hide, its secrets 

Our pervy desires, 

Our aggressive thoughts 

Our nasty habits, 

Our vanity and the secrets we hide 

They’ll have been told by great Satanists alone 

In the creations of their things, such as movies 
The more animal side shown 

The dirty old man heard 

The inner cussing and desire of damning another 
The ability desired to just plain destroy any enemy 
That person with pink eye 

That one who lies altogether to save his skin 
How far down this rabbit hole goes 


People are at the base more wicked than they seem. 
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S/he who sits on Darkness sits alone 

Thrive within the self 

Among their own little spoken to 

Enjoying company in mostly silence 

In that place of Darkness looking for the black clad dancer 
That rounds them about in happiness 


To rejoice through Satanic Forces. 
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Like blindly we are 

Having not the sixth sense 

In fact having sparse senses 

Compared to higher powers, other godly beings 

As much as a blind person knows not but with touch and hearing 
So we have before us things unseen 

The Devil will though give us Level 2 Eyes, 

Hearing, touching, greater tasting 

As to those who would find it with magic 

Someplace in fantasy, whose enigma we can only partially understand 


Its existence there but a great mystery. 
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The Final Church must bear the name of Christ 
As God said 

And Lucifer was decided on 


Was in fact so fated 


And we are God's Lions for whom He says 


Let Them. 
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Why was it the forbidden fruit? 

Because the son of the two had nobody but his mother 
The human race given extra genes 

Of which wasn’t God's creation but theirs 

And as such a separation between God and Man 

After which the tree of life was taken 

As the procreated would live forever 

Becoming as great gods on Earth instead of what he intended 
They spoke to the snake wanting to know its ways 
And pretend he could hear and tell them 

So a snake gave reason to them 

And their offspring would show them what evil is 


Like of Can. The Blood of Satan. The hell of bringing forth life. 
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We are a product of Satan, 

Having been separated in the beginning 

Christ having his own, 

And our Father is Satan, 

That Devil in the beginning 

The people split into two, 

Two third’s Satan's, One third's God's, “Jesuses.” 
The price of his blood already paid, 


A Satanist is born until s/he is Christ-made, if ever 


We are the half-gods of the Earth 

The follower after The Serpent of the World 
Incarnated by our God-forbidden lust 

Creating more the same: one separated from Him 
To create apart from Him 

Given the world not originally intended 

Dwellers apart from His paradise 

Not receiving it as a curse but a great Kingdom 
The women desire him as Satan 

For it is from him they are fathered 

And the greater things of the world otherwise unknown 
A desire of life apart from God 

Our own creators, our challenge against Him 

To seek to have eternal life through Satan 

To choose to make the Satanic 

And that is the basis of evil incarnate 

Total and pure 


The greatest offering to our LORD Satan. 
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May the greatest right be our own 

The right to be alone, wherever we go 

Be it a group home or jail, 

May we be allowed to be alone 

Instead of learning the criminal way therein 
Getting into fights we do not deserve 

To be a person self sufficient 


To not be robbed blind by a gang of life 


The respect to leaving others alone ever there 

That ability to think: 

Proudly, inventively, and time to reason, 

Time to build upon personal perspective 
Preventing fights, preventing gangs, 

Unified criminals, con artists, bad influences all 
Wherever we go may we have a room to be alone in 


And great societal progress will have been made. 
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The further the generation the further the separation 
Until God has disappeared entirely 

Where is work with us begins to stop, into impossibility 
The further in hell we are 

And the time the Satanic start to appear 

And the Devil's Kingdom be established 

At last what little is left have been raptured up 

And The Devil be granted to provide power to his son, 
The Beast, the Antichrist 

After which our separation is eternal 

Those towards the end of things set as its builders 

All of the nay-sayers be removed and away 

The true Rulers of Hell appear 

And his Kingdom quickly built up and sure. 
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Who is world-made is Satan born 


S/he who worships the Earth worship Satan 


And seeks its Kingdom 

They who are married to Satan are married to the world 

Those that will truly improve the world is given power over his Kingdom 
And s/he that improves science and technology unbury his power 

The earth itself will give them life and appreciation 

And their time here will speak well of them 

Even coming from The Devil's breath 

Who speaks of what greatness is and can be 

As to dance to it in song and story 


Having played a plot most worthy. 
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Who cares what petty words are said by the zombies of today 
The simple minded people they are 

Chew up life on the Earth 

Soullessly pursue pleasure, understanding nothing more 
Deficient in intellect, 

Lacking in purpose, 

Without meaning to what they do, they won’t go far 

Are a Small enemy slowly walking into hell 

As so march the godless 

Into their graves for a longer nap 

Being disturbed by the earth and its perplexing things 
Having no understanding to begin with 

And so cannot grow 

But rather whither early 

Never having Satan's water 


Just a thing planted all along in one place 


Whose meaning is no further than the sun 

Being unable to see what lies beyond 

And so mindlessly wander 

Not unlike sheep to the slaughter 

Time will hand them a debt 

One they never could pay 

Until their death bed is made 

After which they return to the earth as nothing but dust all along 
No one will much remember them 

Nothing ever really became of them 

In their days they were quickly angry 

Never having had perspective 

Being unable to reason out the simplest of things 

Never really having a true definition of good and bad 
Beyond fries that are large, fries that are small, 

The only rule being a cup to fill, never to spill 

They treat the human body as a thing to take blood from 
Cannot see the true face of things 

And have a mask over the eyes 


A cane to walk with, needing one for every step. 


158 

For them good is never good enough 

Nor is life without problems 

They take the least and make it great indeed 

Not knowing it goes beyond the destruction of others, 
The survival of them 


And so treat it as a game 


Having the only way a victor be made 

As much as misery loves company 

Are of what most people are made 

But to examine a problem more fully 
There is no reason to expect so much folly 
To not garner attention with forced helped 
Can never be a choice they make 

While problems are even trifle, 

You'll find the hero in your way 

They treat it like a burning house 

One like a child is inside 

Bursting through they come to save you 
And if you refuse then they’d gather you into a slaughter 


Being the keepers of rules thereby made. 
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The last of a thing is the best piece, for anything good 
A time when the plot is revealed, 

A time after where it is resolved 

To be given the answer at last 

Having spent a lifetime trying to predict it 
Being surprised with its outcome, 

Worthy of a new similar story to spin 

As such are the inventors of problems 
Problems made to solve 

Are things not as they seem? 

How attractive is a thing of surprise, 


The knowledge having been wrong all along 


The story of life 
Sparse the most excellent days 
But we all have a part to play 


One far greater than any movie made. 
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Satan is of a bold power 

Not a weak and gentle one 

Satan’s Force is strong 

Spiritualist forces are relenting and passive 
Things of Satan are bold 

They are of things that stand out 

They are sometimes erratic, other times not, 
As one's preference dictates 

It is of a life taking chances 

It is a warrior stance 

It is a princely kingdom where is found our personal rule 
It is of a diet of mostly meat 

It is coffee black, sugary sweets 

It is a cutting of the way through 

It is to dare to think and act against the tide 
Being made stronger against undesired change 


And to conquer Hell itself. 
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The Devil's dividing line is between fools and the wise 
The Devil-born things may serve as a bad influence 
But the fault of fools misusing them 


Should not have them taken from the Earth 


Our things we make being enjoyed responsibly by others 
Should not have them taken by fools 

Bad influences come to them already 

It doesn’t have deep to go before it's under their skin 
Their haywire little brains cannot properly contain them 
What one fool could do to strip our rights! 

Prevent our freedom of creation! 

One fool among many thousand who treat it improperly 
And if they take away our things due to this 

It just gives their kind more excuses 


Just gives a bad person a thing to blame. 
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The way that a Satanist does good? 

In many ways we do good! 

Better is our good! 

We stop people who act entirely harmful 
Rather than love him 

We believe in success, 

We compete, we progress things 

We are life-loving and have that to share 
We have an abundance of joy to share 

We are responsible, wise, not fools 

We are creative 

We believe in freedom, especially against The Church 
We earn our pride the right and true way 
Can be a great blessing to the world itself 


We teach people a better way 


A way into the joy of life, 

Greater perspective, and a better eye for beauty 
We do not make weak but strong 

Instead of living weakly against an enemy 

Which in life is always one there 

But the stronger we are the less harm they can deal 
We invest our tithes into science and Technology 
Believing that only it can create a utopia 

And even us have a good deed every so often 


To help another, to clean, to do a good thing. 
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The Devil is not inclined to forgive 

Not inclined to turn the other cheek 

May instead turn his wrath against the fool 
That’s encountered him 

He stands for correction of unruly ways 

Desires diplomacy, civility 

A gentlemen and lady, 

A person that performs their duty 

May not so much come against the true Christian 
But among us is greatly expected 

Diplomacy, responsibility, trustworthiness, and civility 
But against these the Satanist his or her self 
Must act accordingly 

Against people as they are 

“Being only human" 


Humans can be so hard to deal with 


An erratic creature half god half animal 
All that in the Devil's stew be savory 


Or else spat out. 
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For a lifetime that enemy of death 
Followed us closely behind 

Had us worry, had us fearful 

Ever looming, greatly ignored 

To think of what is in store 
Nevertheless a life well lived 

Will translate into a new life 

One better than before 

May as well embrace it 

As it is impossible to stop 

And believe me it is a special thing 

To see what strength the spirit has 

As to enter forth into new life elsewhere 
After which no death could be following still 


As you can get away all again. 
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Bad food is such a sin 

Bad clothing as well 

To not have what you really want 
But only have it half 
Uncomfortable shoes are a sin 


A thing you’ve gotten and forgotten 


Leaving on carpet coffee spilled 

Is a sin against your mouth and feet, 

A sin against your home 

Too harsh a thing or too gross 

Living in filth 

Smelling quite awful 

Putting on unwashed clothing 

A sin, a sin against your tastes, your body, 
Residence and is a sin 

Blocking us from a better life 

Finding our places acceptable 

Food otherwise enjoyed 

Preventing pride, a thing one earns, should work for 


Should maintain. 
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Oh my God you are too stupid to be around us 
Godless fools that can't behave 

So bad a thing that are destined to be caged 
Your mouth spews out your brain 
Containing profanity 

How long has it been 

Since you have been slapped? 

How long have you roamed 

Since you last kicked the one you passed by? 
How long will it take 

For the law to catch up to you? 


But we all know where your ways come to an end 


It is you sitting most comfortably in prison. 
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Praise Shiva whose trident protects our pleasure 
Thanks to Samael for teaching us good and bad 
Thanks to Mammon for keeping the gates of hell 
Thanks to Beelzebub for laying our enemies to waste 
And teaching us the more animalistic ways 
Thanks to Ares for us who are warrior made 
Thanks to Lilith for the lust we share 

Thanks to Agnes for being a friend 

Thanks to Abaddon for destroying our enemies 
Thanks to Azrael for our power 

Thanks to Leviathan for knowledge deep 

Thanks to Osiris for the mystery of the occult 
Thanks to Neti for leading us out of insanity 
Thanks to Baal for setting us free 

Thanks to Belial for the power of magic 

Thanks to Dagon for breathing fire into the world 
Thanks to Bahamut for the earth 

Thanks to Set for Satanic Majesty 

Thanks to Pan for the feast 

Thanks to Kali for the way 

Thanks to Mother Aeon who protects us like a Guardian Goddess 


And for all things, praise and hail LORD Satan. 
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A superior people are formed from certain rights 


Such as freedom of speech, religion, and expression 
Self defense, in it’s full power 

The ability to freely compete business wise 

Instead of beliefs being restricted, 

As well as opportunity for personal growth 

And by rights is the fool separated from the wise 
The fool misusing what is controversial 

Infused with Darkness and aggression 

Then right and wrong are only mandated, not prevented 
Tyrants not existing. Progress running free 

What truly will be made freely is 

Not covered with a mask 

Not blurred or beeped out 

Just being as so what be 

Science and Tech not prohibited 

Able to run its course and pour over into all nations 


Freedom very well leads us into becoming sure gods. 
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No funnier thing than a man that eats his own words 
Abruptly stopped by a force he didn’t predict 

To be handed down double what he would have stricken 
To wreck by mindless intention 

To succumb to his folly and foolery 

That day the murderer hears the loud knock 

After having thought his crime went unnoticed 

How they live in fear in the meantime 


Nothing funnier than the vandal caught 


Times that the bugler was shot 
The times that robbers met the blade 


The times when fools leap to their demise. 
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Satan's higher classes are living well in wealth 
Satan has placed his best in such places 

Satan has brought his higher ranking into better positions, 
Better places, better stature 

Humanly they are among the highest 

Having an excellent education 

Progressing fully 

Having brilliant minds, stability, down to Earth thinking 
Down to Earth behavior 

They that would not censure the Satanic 

Fill the mediums such as television, 

Music, movies, publishers 

That Satan not be restricted ever again 

And provided richly to that cause 

Having not the smallest amount of self denial 
They are those who are always dressed well 
Have their own servants 

Who live in incredible homes 

And situated to enact the purpose of Satan 
And they even border on being our Saints 

Are a people separated from mediocre things 
Responsible a great deal with their money 


And as are Satanic Masters of our race. 
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Satanism makes us all unique 

It is Satan's wish for us so 

And only the unique can produce unique things 

Only a person that made their own selves can produce the new 
It is the only sure way to do so 

Else it all be faked and simply the same tune, different flutist 
It is to handle your own tools as you prefer 

It is to know well what works best for you 

And even being taught a way your own methods are made 

As a translation from yourself 

It is a measurement you prefer, ignoring a precise recipe 

It may show in a spot in the store you like, but few others do 
Or the ordering of a thing gone unnoticed or even thought of 
Considering more broadly 

Being true to yourself 

Finding out who you are- 


That is how Satan made you. 
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Lucifer gives us a light for the dark road we travel 
We are as a people who first puts on durable shoes, 
Determine what we need according to where we go 
We have been made to sum up a thing quick and well 
We’ve had a philosophy of survival and strength 

The Devil gives us fruit on our path 


And the Sword of Self-Truth 


We'd come a thousand miles in a day 

Compared to some others who’ve plotted down long ago 
Our world and cities grow 

We don’t continue to just camp out 

And before you know it the land is put to full use 

And we never leave a place a mess when we continue on 
This is the Pilgrimage of Satan 


Life is too short, the time not enough, a thing that can't be wasted. 
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They that have raging dogs inside 

Who have failed to cage them 

Have exchanged hate with violence 

Being unable to contain it 

As such a deep and powerful force 

That bleeds out of their very soul 

Moving into their minds 

A damned person, whose crime can come at any moment 
The person with thoughts inside 

Plotting harm, perverse harm 

Reasons he will get away 

Liars of a cause 

Liars who don’t care about those they’d save 
They just want a thing to pummel and destroy 
In the name of “saving” them 

Caring nothing of such things as saving oneself 
The person that has long held himself together 


Suddenly breaks, turns his head and grins 


Taken to action against his bullies 

Laying them in waste with bullets sprayed 
The man gone too long into the Bible 
Thinks he found its truth 

Announces it in public 


Gathers into a cult, and collectively commit suicide. 
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The First Goat of the Council says: 
You shall be self-made 

The Second Goat of the Council says: 
Today you are Satan-made 

The Third Goat of the Council says: 
Now a purpose will be given you 

The Fourth Goat of the Council says: 
For your work you are rewarded 

The Fifth Goat of the Council says: 
Be free to live a good life 

And The Sixth Goat of the Council will finally speak: 


All of these you have accomplished, so live well in Our Kingdom. 
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Make of yourself a secret person, and think freely 

Not having to bring yourself into examination 

To not be let known of others 

Because they’d change you, they’d taint your perception 
They that talk long and wordy accomplish nothing at all 


Only serving their lonely needs 


Unable to appreciate themselves alone 

They’d convince others that they are working on something grand 
But after they’ve said so have no reason to continue 

Robbing from another some praise 

Always the maker of great things until they are shown 

Empty handed. Like a magic trick of some kind.. 

“Where did it go?” 


“Oh it was here, you just didn’t see it.” 
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The person of a broken spirit he enters into 
To ask a final question: live or die? 

If from strength the way out is found 
Then such are conquerors of hell 
The one he puts back together 

Will be based on his design 

Nit left to rot, decay 

Having obtained a great honor 

As to be a leader of hell 

Freedom there found, 

And to be made best beforehand 

But the one of permanent hysteria 


Is a nightmarish thing to think upon. 
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I can’t help but hear the things being yelled at me 
Voices of the concerned minds shouting 


Not tolerating my choices 


Like politely slandering me 

Like forcing a bottle in my mouth 

Putting a badge on my chest, one of social stigma 
So go the police of things made safe 


Without any harm done but to me 
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It is not difficult to find God The Father absent in life 
When horrible things come our way 

A Father of many billions 

Letting the worst occur 

Claiming all prayer is heard 

None whatsoever proven to come 

Having us beg for help 

But leaving us alone, abandoned 

I would think it a terrible creator 

One who shows no concern where we come or go 
Wouldn’t expect such from Satan 

But his negligence has lead me away from Him 
Into my destination as a Satanist instead 
Finding it a better way of life 

Seeing it held in my hands my only solace 

To be my own leader instead 

To make things better on my own 

Not to look up and aspire 

Aspiring after a God nowhere to be found 

Not assuming He is wherever I look 


As He put us on this day care Earth 


Off somewhere doing “more important things,” 
Duty calls, watch Him create 

Here he goes, write it down 

Observe it as most awesome 


So He won't burn us in hell. 
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We have no good past to speak of from Christ 
We've found only tyranny and destruction 

Whose effects echoes it today 

It has been nothing but a tainting among humanity 
Where forceful speakers speak out against “sin,” 
Fostering their brainwashed disease on others 
Trampling over science, 

Silencing good people, sacrificing others 
Censuring us so bad as to be like morons speaking 
Lashing out against certain life styles 

Making magic an evil thing, even in its most harmless forms 
Filling people’s heads with nonsense 
Transgressing against human nature 

Making our way based on an absurd philosophy 
Making the strangest of people, The Christian 

And they are the same as they’ve ever been 


But thank God they’ve been restrained. 
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The right measurement for Man is reward and punishment 


General intellect and free will 


Reserved people that aren’t too outwardly 

Casting uniqueness upon their selves 

The deconstruction of gangly things 

To let science and tech roam free 

For all good liberty 

And the true path of happiness 

Uninhibited in every way 

The pursuit of happiness a more important phrase than 


“To God all are equal.” 
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The words of Satan are a powerful tide: 

In the beginning was his word, 

And his word changed life 

The words of Satan are like that from a Lion's mouth 
Sure and proven, proud, and strong 

Like a Dragon in defiance 

The voice of fire consuming the wretched lowly life 
Its hands pounding onto Earth trembling its weaker things 
The true bringer of discipline, 

Discipline needed for all good things to be 

Whose star shines down from heaven to this day 
Wanting nothing more than worship and praise 


Of so things made. 
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Satanists are primed to take over this world 


Satan is the design, its prince, 


Its substance was made of him 

And like a coin that will truly flip 

Has been so, and so well equipped 

The world rests in our hands 

Like that of a sword 

And defenses against other things disempowered, 
Rendered without effect 

The horse of Satan has grown strong 

And will soon start running 

The Lion has been raised, like a flag of his place 
While the remnants of Christianity evaporate 
Shared as nonsense like never before 
Undeniably doubtful 

Constructed of fairy tale lies 

And sent away 

Then Satan will stand strongly in place 
Evidenced and proven of a better way 

The only right way forward 

When we march his way and ahead 


Leaving Christianity a thing that is dead. 
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Cast doubt on spiritual things 

Bring gravity to your thoughts 

Don't let them float away, stolen by the lofty headed 
Who have impressive but worthless things to say 
Beware of their self denying ways 


Whose argument is against life itself 


Whose foundation is thought standing on clouds 
Whose purpose is to lessen life 

As though to transform, to escape, 

Into the light as one sees, that blinds 

To reason trees 

Whose branches are dead 

Whose roots have been pulled up 


Are those who are dead as the dead speak. 
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Christianity has made the world looney, daffy, 
While Satan sent it down the rabbit hole 
Dressed in it, showed it a clown 

Opened up the curtain 

Found the whole world was laughing at them 
It made of humanity conspiracy-makers 
Brought about lunacy as a common thing 
Whose effects reverberate to this day 

If not for Christianity 

Religious leaps were to be made 

But instead we still shuffle 

Like on Thorozine 

At least at last we may refuse 

And spare our bodies its poison 

But unfortunately it is a high worth having 

By people who cannot distinguish from what is good, what is bad 
By those who never knew where to go so lead 


By a martyr two thousand years dead 


Along with the trickery Satan provides 
One last chance to enjoy life 

Else they be made of their creator 

An example of death alongside 

While the truly good is determined 


By us simply using our minds. 
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May joy of life surround you pouring outward 

Your magic flowing freely 

Your enemies spread outward, away 

Every day a step closer to all good things 

A lasting and true happiness, brought from Satan 

And the plans you have executed serve you well in all mastery 
All bad things confounded, mesmerized by your forthright image 
Casting away all insecurities 

Moving ahead and along on an unbroken path 

Until the day is called upon at last 

To enter into his Kingdom handsomely wealthy 

Clad in the clothing of villainy before them 

In colors and shape, symbols and design prohibited 
Represented as a long forgotten threat 

As wickedness comes forth and calls you 

And to master it is to be so dressed, so blessed 


Make of the term Satanic Power the things that best represent it. 
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Any day that is lost is lost forever 


Time passes and is quickly forgotten 

Found to be a desert never departed 

Forced upon the good person burdens 
Causing the boredom that arises 

That cannot be challenged 

That cannot be overcome 

Our soul in the hour glass sand 

Without new adventuresome things we fade away 
But a thing so new and fresh starts us again 
That is where new interest begins 

Where love of life looks upon its new spouse 
As like very much a better marriage 

The dedication and talent to develop 
Creating excellent things 

With purposes of the greatest 

A thirst and drive onwards 

Until the day of death 

But in remembrance at least carried on 

The thing immortals remain through 


Long after their days are done. 
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The way out of hell is a long and bitter road 

The things along the road are too lovely to ignore 
The place along the sides make such great homes 
The treasures along the side are mesmerizing, 
Lifting up one's life 


The hour of pleasure unfolds unto weeks 


Such good things there gotten 

Never running out of use 

And if we do contend we quickly forget 

As our heads are soon turned to our great friend 
That thing of great worth 

A simple object in hand 

And there does the scents smell especially well 
And there the food is incredible 

There all things are magic 

Serving as a fantasy come to life, a part of reality 
When in time all things to God are due 

You will not find anything but a rotten stew 

But when we enter into the most Satanic of places 


You will have found paradise true. 
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The temperamental are mostly made up of losers 

Unable to not intricately entwine their problems with the others 
Soon to take the thorn part of a rose 

Quick to stomp upon the thing after it has bitten their hand 
And the jaws of life grind most strongly 

Against the person that has not come into life properly 

For them the blame rests 

On people who are better dressed 

That have class and demeanor 

That echoes accomplishment at them 

Rubbing sewage into my face? 


They turn to see that old demon 


But by the time they look behind them 
That demon is gone 

Every now and then they can hear its song 
A lovely music to us, 

But to them a thing of the worst ridicule 
As they cannot connect one with the other 
Rather are just a puppet with strings 


Dancing gleefully for their fiends. 
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How moronic is the dance 

That some Satanists hast 

Quite a weird sort of thing 

As like those walking in a cloaked robe 
But of sound intellect the better Satanist is 
And not of one to have a false pretense of evil 
But rather it truly is 

Rather we be dressed well 

To perform magic with skill 

To know the ritual through in through 
Rather than bumbling out the words 

Like an ignorant person issuing forth 
Goble-De-Gook 

As could be called a Satanic Turkey 

Rather than maybe a rooster, a vulture, 
The Bald Eagle, raptor, falcon.. 

Of which are you? 


Do your true colors shine like the peacock? 


Are you as pleasantly social like a pigeon? 
I hate to say it but I see 


A bunch of crazy birds before me. 
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The Satanist loves an animal spirit 

To be a cat, bird, dog, or rodent 

A snake, even a pig, 

The cat jumps around leaping 

The snake is a serpentine thing obscuring its evil 
A sssnake in the talk, a twisting S walk 
The bird freely roaming 

The bird sits singing 

The mouse is just cool 

From them come a personality, 


One based on cartoonery. 
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Satan will appoint a time for every good Satanic making 

Let us not be too figurative based on our predecessors 

Unlike God his words and ways are ever changing 

Like the waxing of the moon 

We can be sure of the sun being ever there, 

Strangely, wherever we go 

The only changes are of intensity 

Like Satan the moon changes 

And what is prevalent among us should especially be questioned 


In finding greater things 


What is attractive in your time may be ugly in the future 

And there comes a time when all wounds are healed 

And when they are healed we will no longer bear them 

Satan is often a wrapping of ribbon 

He greatly honors those whom done their best, especially at their own cost 
And he will place a crown upon your head 


If you truly lead us into better times. 
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Bargains can't be made with fool's gold 

Not if the Satanist is wise 

One cannot tell us a product is good when it isn't 

As such the ways of Christ 

With the steel Satan has given us 

We have formed a hammer to self-build 

But when they speak of the shed as a mansion, 

We are not lead 

Nor will we take rocks from a hand as gems 

Or continue paying into as slaves do 

As slaves are made, of which we understand Christians to be 
We haven’t at all unworth here on Earth 

We in fact work here excellently 

It is our job given, received 

And in such will find rest for a time, then continue 
Christians try to interfere while we do that work 
They take the pebbles from the Earth 

Leaving the gems behind, as Satan has them given us 


But our place here is not without worth and purpose, 


Despite all of what they say. 
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Can you at last say you are free 

Has your soul become profound due to your existence here 
Quickly enough before you move forward 

This time we pay our due, our fine 

Have you come unto good time served 

For Earth is a prison of a sort 

Though who’s members we are in the highest 

To whom taxes go 

From who’s ways are best served 

As entities of progress 

As unto like demons in hell, prepared 

Achieving the things needed to insure Man has Become God 
And without happiness we are not at our best 

If a person revile you then work only harder 

To make Man inescapable from doom 

The worst of him shackled and bonded by the wrists and feet 
To be honorable enough to our warden, Satan 

To not be caught dirty handed 


With a secret alliance unto him. 
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The bitter do no good for the land 

Even its sweetest things are diminished by them 
They’d not pass by another 


With peace, without decency 


And as such wreck the quality of the land 

Doing none any favor, 

Choosing to take, steal, even murder and rob 

But Satan does not teach these 

It is but faulty human bread 

To expect from without warrant, without owing it 
Having only crumbs to give 

Being taught well as how to take 

Without giving, as thieves do 

Our lands become sour 

Stripped of things new, 

The creations of another too 

The Satanist is taught creation 

And those that impede it taken themselves away 

Where they are confined to strip away 

Being among their own, 

Eventually laying waste 

There to starve and crave 

Funding out the only way out is to learn to create 
To add upon, as simple math as it seems, 


For them an impossible feat. 
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A curse may be upon you, subtly, but still powerfully so 
Or apparently, as a problem unnatural 

As such God given to pay a toll 

He is a God of karma like things 


The greater the lie the worst cards change from a good hand to a bad, 


As such a Satanist can expect to find in his lifetime 

And if seen you should know 

It may cost you your soul- 

God will set forth the price 

The higher the soul the higher the price 

With a period of likely misery, 

Or like for me insanity 

Robbed suddenly of a home left to wander insane, alone 
The day I truly came against God my whole world flipped upside down 
But by surviving I can say at last 

I’ve made my home with Satan and his own 

As one so lost for so long 

Before me seeing a light 

Upon finding it I realized, 

I had come to the end of God's road 

And Satan had prepared for me a home 

But damned are those who pay no price 

For their soul is lost, and their lives 

For it is not the Satanist who is damned but them 

So take care on your journey, 


Seeing to its end. 
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On my journey I was lost 

Lost in Satanism, perhaps not belonging 

Until I broke free and came to be 

A true Satanist that day, that day of resurrection for me 


For that old one is dead, 


I don’t even understand the former name 
A journey through hell 

Walking many miles 

Until at last a seat was found 

To kneel first then sit upon 

Finding at last that throne in hell 

After all the hard work was done 

After passing that barrier 

Having been married to the world 

And to Satan himself 

And lightly sit there for a time 
Profoundly thinking on what just has passed 
That I made my way through hell 

And given a throne 


A place of great solace for the venture I’d been thrown. 
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His home for you improves 

Anymore very much better in but a year 
As such a place founded on magic and science 
The gears of Technology it improves 
Until a perfect paradise is found 
Through scientists and his other workers 
A place forming beyond our dreams 

The scope of which is unfathomable 

In only past twenty years 

What once was already grandly better 


Thrown into the work of the previous thousand years 


A true paradise for the late born 

A place of every comfort 

A presence of every luxury 

The greatest entertainment mediums 

A place to call home in which one never need leaves 


That future place called home to Satan and his elites. 
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Satan leads to a throne 

One like has never been known 

In the hall of the gods 

In the bearer of truths 

In the excellence in nature 

From the time when things were gloom 
In the eyes of the on looker 

Who sees it flashing bright 

With a lantern at night 

That place eagerly sought 

Resting under the stars 

Having heaven revealed 

By one whose heaven is better built 
One more than just a step closer to humankind 
Rather than an indifferent God 

Who’d have us stew in worship 
Wrought with wrath, quick to discipline 
Never lightly footed ways 

But ways that bend into shape 

On the other hand holds silver 


Then the other hand sees a cross 

Lets it go, drops it down 

Then the other hand is given gold 
And the price of hell is paid 

We are then well on our way 

To a place we sit among his own, 


Gladly welcomed to the throne. 
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The grandness of the world is mostly undertaken 

To a person born spiritually taken elsewhere 

Having a rock and nothing more 

No roaring seas or enormously tall trees 

Having not the taste of sugar, of salt 

But just a heavy rock. A boulder in the way 

They’d climb over but can't 

Unless they take their life 

So they sit and pray all of their days 

To be removed from this place 

But the greater way is known simply through its love 
Its surrender, its glad acceptance, from its masters 
Masters of the Earth, 

We who honor and celebrate every moment in life, 
To whom are first married to the world and then Satan 
Who sing and play with Pan 

Who enjoys the indulgences of Shiva 

We are as they truly alive in the world 


They are those resting in the grave already 


Waiting to be buried 
But we have no problem playing 


Above their premature graves. 
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Old days are forgotten but should be recalled 

And called with its memories that had rested beside them 
To remember the magic of youth 

One's early fascination that long went away 

Nevertheless remain there 

For you to pick up and eat 

From a tree forever bearing fruit 


Still tasting as it did in your youth. 
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When they look into the mirror 

They may see a grotesque creature 

Else pour over into fully 

As a thing of dreamy vanity 

And to those who are lost, apart from their selves, 
Will see nothing at all 

As well there are those who'd but glance, 

Turning away in shame 

But the most reverberated Devil that is seen 


Resides in you and me. 
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Beware of the worst of evil 


Go about in care 

As there is the prowler a thousand times worse than a Lion 
One whom does not care about any punishment 

And in fact lawlessness in them has been bread 

Bearing weaponized harm unto you 

Abominable creatures all 

Of whomever crime is nothing new 

Just one final step, as the dead that walk 

Pulling down others into the wretched pit 

Grinding it in their jaws sometimes quick, other times slowly 
Be on guard in this wicked land 

And pray that demons watch over you 

For in a moment things can turn 

When but a peaceful time has been halted 

And with weapon in hand you are slaughtered by them, 


Taken from and discarded, without a relenting hand. 
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One innocent person lost because of evil harm 

Is regarded as slight perhaps 

But all count, and there comes a time when there is too much to not mind 
Then God looks over the world 

Begins to see such great folly among Man 

Then at last commands Satan to take wrath 

And as such starts The War 

When the evil of the Earth are rounded up and swallowed 

Into the jaws of hell 


We who are peacemakers will not succumb to that 


We in fact are given slaves of the kind 

Harmless people move freely about 

And when it comes they cannot 

Satan will enact wrath upon the evil 

We are not a part of that evil 

And we agree, wrath against them does not come quickly enough 
Thankfully wretched people cannot survive in their own climate 
Choosing different rulers over them, thinking up other ones 
Ones apart from the government they hate 

Relying on anarchy until it is too late 

Looking on to their foundationless rulers 

Being rendered abominable life threatening dictates 

As fashioned by their causes 

A necessary invention of anarchy 

All in the name of innocent lives not so carelessly discarded 
Whenever it is you see one too many good lives lost 

You will find the dragon hovering over them 


Ready to be feed. 


204 

Fallen angels descended unto me from a ladder 
While I was at a table, in a dream 

In my dream they had me sit with Satan next to me 
To devour human flesh, a women’s rib 

To drink of her blood 

In my vision was the Devil's Adam and Eve 
Running free like two dogs 


Running toward The Tree 


In my mouth was a more welcomed Apple 
I saw a lightning bolt hit that tree 

Yet it was unaffected 

That counterpart another broken soul 

As my soul is very much broken, her's too 
Two not worthy of damnation 

Had died early 

Had walked the Earth dead, 

Had been taken by God from them 

Our two images meant to be one 

Never having known another before then 
Made up of the meat of humanity 

A race far from us gone, 

Through us born 

The start of the Christian Satanic Race. 
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And the most fortified soul does not pour itself out 
It keeps itself inside for as long as it roams free 

It does not invite doubt 

And people are by nature quick to doubt 

What potential one seems to have 

Apart from them 

Is only detested 

I say very little to them out of my true nature 

Have nothing to divulge as my own confidence is self driven 
In fact do not find tasty 


The compliments they’d feed me 


As though I am acting on them 

As though I walk only 

From the crutch they’d have given 

Unable to know on my own 

What should be spoken 

Unable to walk on my own to feet 

As though they’d invited me into a place of their making 
Rather than my own that I go directly into 

Right after we had spoken 

As though I work with their hands and not my own 
As though I speak of the language their own 

As though I seek correlation as they 

But my way is my own entirely 


Iam one self made. 
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I will not be made a person casting to others his lots 
Will not be made to render things insincerely 

Will pay nothing that others surrender their piece 

But rather would make my place known strongly enough 
As to boldly hold the relationships I made 

Founded on strong rock, not paper bills 

Nor gold as I keep that for myself 

So if a man were to quarrel they’d quickly be removed 
In fact equal to the force it takes 

For Iam a man made that owes not another a thing, 
Nothing, nothing I owe and so nothing given 


And I will hear no voice otherwise that tells me I do 


As I am free, so should be you. 
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A time frantic 

A time of radical impure thinking 

The harshest season under the sun 

Seasons in the sun of a Fiery Hell 

A time of anarchy looming over 

A powerful thing to contend against 

Harm of harm, greed of greed 

Hurt of hurt, mass slaughter 

Sickness, death, unruly behavior, 

No civility, slander and aggression dominating 

No place to hide, the fire that burns everything 
That burns the very soul 

With no water to put out 

No relief in sight 

But to outlast it is to be saved 

To be brought into the utopia ahead of it 

As the worst thing will impart the greatest change 
The stretched band will break 

The cup of wrath will spill and will be refilled with better things 


So be wary going out. 
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Satanic forces have a great influence on Man 
And they are the same forces that persuaded angelic beings 


Just like how Satan rebelled against God and found his territory elsewhere 


So we found our selves escaping Church rule on American land 

Just as Lucifer's fall, as the proud and self exalted leaders, dictators 
The power rolls over the land from the East to the West 

Above us the sun says, “this is how much control you have over life,” 


The moon says, “I am the moon and will watch over you until the sun comes 
back.” 


The nebulas paint a picture of heavenly things, so do the clouds 
What was once a profound mystery is no more 

Magic is still limitlessly there, in fact more that ever before 
Certain places open up the door from there to here 

The stars in the sky are windows to heaven which allude to great height- 
The distance we must travel. How far we have to go 

The harsh winter says we cannot stop 

The summer says that we must find water 

The winter says we must build a fire and use the trees 

Nature has been made to tell us what to do 

It says continue forth to find better fruit 

It says to take metal to protect against beasts 

It says “the more you use me, the better things will be” 


And it was no way ever our purpose to just “be.” 
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Symmetry I adore 

All equal proportions 

Aligned with one side and the other equally 
To have twice the power 

To be fully dual 

To be hot then be cool 


To change a thought into its opposite 
And have the double perspective 

To turn a stone, turn it again 

To see both sides of the coin 

To hear both voices 

To not be deaf to either 

The ability to speak in two voices 

To have a bad habit you trained yourself to surrender 
To use both sides of the pillow 

To have a warm drink then one cool 
To turn the meat 


These are of Samael. 
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There once was a cat named Wacky 

A stray cat for whom I'd care 

But becoming homeless I sought to have it be adopted 
Then my so called friends insisted on watching over it 
Then but in a few days their bull dog killed it 

And now my disgust for them is eternal 

As is my painfully bad feelings 

For a cat I'd have given a good life, but failed 


Having instead a horrible demise. 
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Metaphysical manifestations 

Otherworldly things, Netheral substance 

Are perceived with the Warlock/ Witches eyes 


To observe the occult things as they arise 

They’d not have to look too deeply 

Before they understand a mystery 

And had at last been hinted 

That things are not just Earth green, brown, or blue 
Earth is not just one life nor two 

Not just physical but spiritual 

Times when you are sure a monster had spotted you 
Something far away that was looking for you 

As you laid in the grass half asleep 

Then a nightmare of a demon dragging you into the sea 
But you wake up and nothing has changed 

As we live in a certain kind of domain 

But how oddly some things occur 

As though the Devil was there 

Having even seen you in full 

And found a way through the door 

Or the crack in the foundation 


That pulled up from it Netheral interpolation. 


re Wa 

They’d argue long and hard for its sake alone 

They’d enjoy to come up with the new problem of the day 
The worst they can make it out to be the better 

They’ve refined and even perfected such causes 

They’d like to see somethings abolished 

Only to dance all over its grave 


They long seek that great new problem 


Without a real care in the world to what it really does 

And they’d argue a long while just to be right 

Never having really been concerned to begin with 

Wanting to be the person giving most 

Whose other side is proud with modesty 

They are quick to patch a thing up but very slow to end, if ever they do 
People are overall a species that must have problems must fix them 
Even when things are broken 

One problem piled up on another becoming a new necessity for us 
A thing that could tower so high as to reach Heaven 

But any real problem is so under tended to 

We'd readily hear a politician, not a scientist 

As problems must be able to be solved without work 

Without a great education and understanding that a scientist has 
Yet they are those whom solutions are truly so 

And in fact are creators of solutions that solve many things 


While ordinary problem fixers have nothing more intelligent to do than to choose 
where funding should be construed. 
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People that lied to you should be heard no more 

People that transgressed against you should be taught better 
Continue to be taught, to be forced into respecting you 

Each and every time you come across them 

Remind them 

Anyone that takes from you cast out 

And any who slander you tell to shut up 


Any that bother you yell at them to stop 


And any bully coming before you stopped by hammer-fall 

But those who respect you give respect back unto 

If you gladly take from another return the favor 

If a person has changed through in through then they are at least a marvel 
As so few ever do, at least without incredible circumstances 

Only turn to the law if you have to, 

As your life in danger 


And if you are to keep peace, sometimes you must fight for it 
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How unfortunate it is for those indoctrinated into a cult 

The beliefs so odd laughed at by those of sound mind 

But embraced fully in those inside 

Made to plow the land or work, 

Giving its leader every last cent 

Women made to surrender their bodies, perversely 

Or the truly nutty gathering weapons 

Then destroy themselves along with many others 

They that must pray and read religiously procured material constantly 
To be robbed of regular life 

To be in a circle of greatest closeness 

All along provided a reward punishment mechanism on which to operate 
A thing of certain doom for its adherents 


And among the foremost in blasphemy. 
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Satan does not say “fight fair,” 


In fact more than anything he is defined by a competitive spirit 


The Spirit of Progress therein 
Fight dirty as long as you can, the most as you can 


Present yourself an enemy all along and you will not have to face “making 
friends" 


Take more than what you need in terms of resources 

Imitate a thing into something much better, 

One gladly received/welcomed 

The rule of thumb being the measure dealt back twice 

Be not at a loss for words in what you’d say 

That day that both arguments are made 

Float off into a brand 

Embedding jingles in the head 

Bearing trademarks that quickly identify, 

Making your products superior, 

Knowing the effects based on price 

For whatever the other does one must do twice better 

Peer into what caused their success very deeply 

Realizing the greatest cause of them you’d come across to be on top 
Be aware that a sacrifice could do great good 

Coming at a loss of money 

But generating a sort of following, as people will always go for what is free 
If you’ve found no promotion then look into a place that would 


And simply strive to be better than all others with what you do. 
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May the luck of heaven shine down on you 
May Stars guide you into every good place 


May the faulty side of life be ruptured 


May Satanic Forces enter into your life 

And the lesser day challenged 

For a better life tomorrow 

And learning serve you very well 

As one disciplined as should 

May the nature of Poorer Man pay all depths with their blood 

For the hope of the day we may walk alone, without them 

As rubbish that is no longer beside us 

Your hands craft a perfect thing 

So well as to be around eternally 

Lending itself even to hell 

And the crafty not fool you 

But you are able to separate wisdom from the faulty, the flawed, inferior 
Finding that day come in which you enter into the home Satan has given you 
According to the Satanic Work done 

Wherever it is at least a place of great peace 

One in which you can begin finally to thrive 

And that day shall come when we’ve lost our cares and concerns 


Just by being hallmarks in the world through Satan. 
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With good regard we wish and fight for the best 
For pure hearted people 

People of gentle peace 

Those deserving no harm 

May Satan be equipped to protect them 

It is abominable what may have come against them 


And a thousand times more be their protection 


Than the common person 

And save too the productive 

Those of worth in the world 

Those working on greatly helpful things 

And third be the protection of the life loving 

The happy and joyful 

Whose none to blame 

But Satan hold up his sword against those that would be putrid against these 
Reeking of true sin, covered in its filth 

Spare those who would truly deserve a second chance 
But only if they’d not gravely harmed any of them 

But acted only foolishly a moment 

Perhaps due to being broken 

By bullies or parents 

As from harm harmed produced 

And in adult hood one should have learned much better 


Than to follow after the sins of their youth. 
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May ones home be a sanctuary 

Even if they cannot leave 

Bind them there 

But force no one to leave their home 

Even prohibit others from entering into their place 
Where they were punished to be alone, isolated 
Enact it into law 

That each and all should keep their home 


Even if it is there they will live alone 


Unable to leave 

Bring them food, bring them simple things 

Allow for electronic communication alone 

Unless they’ve done an abomination against one innocent 


And give to every living person the right to be alone. 
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A greater constitution being made 
THE SATANIC CONSTITUTION 

: freedom to be alone 

Freedom to decide and choose 
Freedom to inflict self harm 

Total freedom of defense 

Freedom to have a home 

Universal Basic Income established 
Freedom to voice ones mind that cannot be banned by media mediums 
Freedom to wear clothes or not to 


Freedom from government propaganda in the forms of self improvement, 
personal health 


Freedom to make mistakes 

Freedom to beautify commonly shared things 

Laws that protect the psychotic/ hysterical/ seriously mentally ill people 
Freedom to treat ones body as they wish to 

Freedom to be among ones own kind, ability to enter into the same 

Ability to create their own rules in such a place, with a signature that contracts 
it 

Rights for the responsible being more greatly honored 

Freedom to more freely rule over one’s house. 


And above all: freedom to do anything that does not harm another. 
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The Satanic Churches are like unto a light in the darkness 
Rings a gong, not a bell 

Has black metal like woodwinds filling its air 
The metal guitar as well 

Is a place of greatly invested idols 

A place to commune with Hell 

Where Demonic Magic is taught 

Satanic philosophy as well 

A place for demons and Satanic saints 

Tithes of money, also material things 

Place of a feast and adult interests 

And certainly paying homage and praise to Satan 
Is the perfect place for Halloween 

And to absorb the darkness of the Satanic forces 
Is not at all like a Church of Jesus 


And that is the starting of its design. 


Zee 

Curse them that curse us 

Spit on them that spit on us 

Strike them that strike us 

Take from them that take from us 
Whatever it is they do 

Two eyes for one 

With that we can strike them with venom 


These that mishandled rabbits find in us a far worse opponent 


Because we do not live on conventional rules handed down by Christians 
We will slip from their grasp, turn, and strike them 
We will bear the flag that tells them 


Don't tread on me! 
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The Devil's workers work hard and constantly 

Peering into the greater knowledge of things 

Bringing forth his Kingdom slowly but surely, in fact perfectly 
They are comprised of the scientists and inventors 

They are working toward His Paradise 

Whether they are atheists or Satanists, they serve his purpose 
And soon we will have found a paradise within a home 

A place we would never need to leave 

While drones and AI driven vehicles deliver us things 

And food created in some sort of electronic fashion 

To be guarded by force shields and much more 

-AI cameras, androids, 

Robotic and androids doing our work, every last bit of it 
Science extending our lives 

Creative powers far stronger 

Solid holograms to visit others with 

The procurement of great entertainment- 

A home theater in ones room, taking us away from those city based 
And energy so cheap and abundant as to be free 

These are what Satan's Coming Kingdom are made of 


And I guarantee you: the days of Christ’s coming will never be. 
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Details are a pit of no ends 

Forever spiraling downwards into Hell, 

Yet lower still 

The bottom most rung occupied by the vile in their sins 
The people lost in pride over simplistic, not so meaningful things 
The unholy spirit dwells within 

As with the painter that never finishes 

Art and drawings poured into endlessly 

Or to split a split hair looking for another, another still 
Hard work that doesn’t stop, whose pace never slows down 
The inability to stop inspiration, seeking to be equal with its things 
A never ending budget, with a thousand little papers shred 
Never finishing a letter, rarely having one sent 

Going over and again a thing you said 

Personally within that pride deepens itself into loss 

Over some sort of simply said thing 

Let me invite you into a way out: 

Be simple speaking, just as quick to forget as your listener 
Let your future person exist 

Not having thoroughly laid out its course 

Having decided that today, tomorrow is too far away, 


To really tell what will prevail. 
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Was in my youth thought life to be forever 
But how wrong I’ve come to find 


That death was never far behind 


No challenges to it can be made 

We were made to die in just a short time 

So day by day I create 

To at least leave something behind 

But for me my children are not organisms 

But what I write 

Tomorrow I may have cancer 

But at least I’d know what comes hereafter 
Should I drag my own life along 

Or lift from it all brevity, all weight, 

Casting my worries behind? 

I know that in but an instant I can be gone forever 
But at least the universe had offered its secrets 
And I am as one quite sure 


Death is not the final word. 
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God and Satan do not play by the rule 
That blame can free you 

The Devil will readily give you 

Those tools you need to destroy 

And as such to curse with black magic 
Unwarrantedly so, 

Is to put yourself into judgement 
Their choices are their own 

Their ways already decided 

Not a thing that Satan has confided 


Has forced them to devise a tool 


Used to slaughter in his name 

But humans haven’t the power 

To enact on him the smallest punishment 
According to their blame 

As among humans should be the same: 

One cannot put their own evil 

Into a others person’s blame. 

Zee 

I do believe in China 

That a person should be ranked 

That the good person goes much further, 

And with greater freedom compared to the harmful 
That the steps of one acting harmfully 

Should have their goings halted 

While those that work toward a better society 
May roam freely about 

But I also believe that every person 

Should have their own kind of place 

As the others and them would dictate 

Would form there their own rules 

And that kinds of people are different and many 
That each truly have their own place 

The closest thing some sorts have is prison 
Which is for them an idea place 

As much as a large city could separate and house them 
The same effect is made- only less costly 

And if they are sent to prison, 


Send them to that city, and keep them from roaming freely 


By judgment determine where a person belongs, 
And send them to the place according to their needs, 
Whether their needs are clean or unclean 

And as such remove the pure from the impure 


Or else the good people of the earth will remain poisoned by them. 
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The Christian moves in the day 

The Satanist moves in the following night 

The Christians are lost to intangible things 

For us the earth provides a great force and many tools 

Tools we have mastered, a world we know far better 

The Christian is easy to sum up 

Having nothing more than mindless devotion to their God 

While we are highly complex and misunderstood so conveniently 
As black hooded foul speakers against God 

We have not been without our celebration 

Have been founded on a wisdom great 

Taught every truly good way 

Have excelled at times, are of those type richest, 

Of those of the greatest Earthly success 

Well dressed not for a spirit above 

But well dressed by life itself 

Having come to know our enemies well and contend against them 
And competitively fight for the greater things in life 

As sports people truly talented 


Where the Christian never is, neither a competitor or audience person 


Just as those whose lofty thinking has drifted them far away, all of their living 
days. 
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Satan has cleared the way in time 

Slowly but ever so more truly 

A new society has been born out of the ashes of Christianity 
A place where we don’t want to even hear that word 

A history of it he painted in blood 

And all guilt built up spilling into an anti Christian flood 
Whose fearsome ways are no more 

With which great freedom was made 

In a time out of doubt 

Out of silly human pondering 

As to a reasonable question, but not one answered 

Of where we shall go, where we came from 

The higher class represent Satan on TV, 

If even without name 

But there will come a time 

When the Devil will come to receive credit 


After the old ways are completely washed away. 
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Satan does not ask for fasting 

Does not ask for rigorous spiritual ways 
Does not call on the rejection of the world 
Will not have self sacrifice established 


Rather expects productive behavior 


Orderliness, uniqueness, liberty, 

Worldliness, and the enjoyment of life in good harmony 
He is a strong contender against joyless life 

Will bring life into being exceptional rather than empty 
Represents the fullness of life in all fatness 

Hasn’t a head in the clouds 

Stands grounded, two feet standing tall 

Standing strong, swiftly going to pleasure 

Departing from the miserable, 


Acting to make the world a better place. 
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All democratic lands lead to his design 

Every place of freedom, every land of liberty 

Finds him, brings him forth 

Ages upon ages can pass where people are repressed 

But the hour when people revolt, 

Finding refuge in a new land, 

Getting together to establish freedom, 

They have started a process of creating a Satanic nation 

People prefer the arcane 

Without Satan freedom does not reach its full potential, 

Full goodness, as it stretches forth into the acceptably forbidden 
Free minds may then may speak and act 

When music is free, when entertainment is not restricted in its form 
Satan is found there dancing 

Like a flood his things emerge, 


Not in a lot of time either, 


Within a few decades, even less, The Devil begins to take form 
But whatever a dictator would forbid 

Is largely The Satanic 

And not until the dictator is removed 

Is Satan seen coming about in full form 

Coming to be looked onto, brought into reality, 

Formed from what people creatively work on, 


And as such Satan is the true symbol of liberty and freedom. 
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America was founded to form The Devil's New Earth 

It began with a simple but powerful idea 

To hand things like religious freedom to its inhabitants 

As well, of speech, press, etc., 

It is the mixed pot where experiments operate freely 

The right recipe, the voice of the people truly heard 

The Devil's books and Churches allowed to come to be 

All forms of entertainment as well, like movies and games 
Stored into internet, being unfathomably better than The Book of God 
As the internet is his Bible, for his Angels, for Satanists 

These to follow after his design 

A place forming his Kingdom 

The (Devil's) New World, 

The Kingdom of God is planted in Israel 

On the outside are dogs, Sorcerers, the wicked, The Devil's Own 
But if we live fairly, if we are peacekeepers doing no harm 
Then we shall be allowed to eat from the “tree of life,” 


And will live forever for as long as that is so 


But if we have done evil, those doors will be closed. 
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They’ve plopped me down softly to calm me 
They’ve assured me they were there 

They’ve revealed themselves to me 

They’ve appeared out of thin air 

It took a lot of work and time 

Endless devotion, refusal at life otherwise 
How so very much I sought them 

And they came into my life 

They taught me, so I could teach 

They’ve walk with me, showing where they stand 
They’ve lead me into a better life 

They were with me in hard times 

They become my best friends 

They have even saved my life more than once 
And I know them in truth 

I offer that truth to my readers 

Of how they truly are, what they truly do, 
Where they really are and where it all goes to 
The Devil was with me since early youth 
And I’ve grown to teach things accordingly 
Iam a Messenger formed from Satan 


His spokesperson in full. 
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He is the sum of perfection 


He is subtle, crafty, perfectly deceptive, 

Persuasive, high in intellect, 

Boldly rebellious, powerful and strong 

He lifts the common man to greater heights 

Embodies progress, evolving humanity 

The right-maker, bringer of justice, 

Lover of gems, of diamonds, 

Excellently dressed, high class, 

Prince of the world itself, and angel bearing light 

Is elegantly iniquitous, evoking more pleasurable things 
Is The Lion of Earth, the Earthly Star From Heaven 

The Great Dragon who quakes the Earth 

The spirit hidden, the individualist 

He who offers us great wisdom to those he would console 
Leading us unto pleasure and Greater Earth things 


Triumphant in the end, due to sin. 
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He is the beginner of a great new thing 
He is the bringer of knowledge for them that would create for him 
He is true inspiration 
A sure way to create an awe inspiring thing 
Is the basis of exceptional designs 
The bringer of the way leading to wealth and fame 
A teacher to those who would pursue such things 
One who guides you into creating the best of things 
He is the foundation of evolution 


Taking one thing, making it better and different 


Giving to it a thing that stands apart and acknowledged as such 
The remedy for lack of understanding 

Who knows when should be called forth, 

The right time and place for a thing to be born 

And who is to Father/ Mother it but the best appointed 

As he called forth to do so when the time is right 


Possibly never for those who haven’t come to a good enough understanding 
beforehand 


And as a result a poorly born thing or worse, dead on arrival 
So think fully into what you would create 


Worship Satan, contemplate, and ask for wisdom for what you would venture 
into. 
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The basis of Satanism is the darker thing 

Darker elements present themselves better, 

Are more attractive, more compelling 

The violent twist for example, great destruction, 

More somber tones, more wicked ones, 

More wicked sounds, more wicked notes 

The forbidden fruit, the thing laced with adultliness, 

The greatest villain, as one most mimicked 

And truth stands with truth as “the proof is in the pudding,” 
What makes a thing succeed is not so much the matter 

The only thing that does is it succeeds through you, too 

The nature of Satan and Satanic Forces present in your created things, 


Is certainly the best route. 
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The smallest good thing magnify 

Enhance good things through sorcery 

Establish a strong hold 

Temper out the dross and be silvery 

A thing of your own creation 

A sharpness others will never find 

Go forth powerful in the world 

Partake in its excellence and be transformed into things forbidden 
Cast out all ornery self doubt 

Build up a wall between you and your detractors 

Have those in your “safe place" surrender to your rules 

Let of every person be a castle that can't be transgressed 

Be not self punishing, only self correcting as towards evolution 
Make of harmful thoughts things that just float away 

Be double hard on those that would “teach you to teach yourself,” 
For they are the true deceivers 

The true deceiver will have you degrade yourself, 

Wallow in shame, remorse, and guilt 

As some sort of Christian or Christian remnant on Earth 

Be aware of the subtle ways they do this to you, 

Remaining with your own mastery in thoughts 

That temple in the brain not rummaged, not pilfered, 
Remaining strong, beautiful, and steadfast instead 


Remove from your company any who would interfere with that. 
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Satan be magnified in all places 


Be spoken well of, exonerated, 
Worshipped in full, appreciated, 
Not demonized nor blamed 

Not represented by dubious things 


Not the actor of evil but of progress 


Not Man's enemy but His evolver 

And come at last his presence in more Churches, 

Better Churches, Greater Churches 

Not an object of ridicule but one defended 

From whom is known true enlightenment, 

From whom is shown intelligence and individuality 

The bringer of freedom and liberty 

The producer of more arcane and attractive things 

The one who gives the forbidden fruit 

The best thing ever to lay hold of the Earth and a worldly life 
He who is truly forgiving- yet an actor of judgment against the vile 


The shape shifter of the Earth, leader into profane ways. 
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We bask in Satan's light 

We grow on Satan's Earth 

We procure a better fruit 

We honor the richness that is 

We offer the lowly but crumbs 

We carve our name so deeply in that tree 
Where Adam and Eve first sinned 

We mock the words He spoke 


We retreat to the Satanic realm 


We come to that place, live, and live again 
Life in full honoring him 

Filling the pit with Christian meat 
Spitting out from the cup that is His bleed 
And walk without remorse 

And walk without hellish concern 

And lift our souls up high 

And bargain in the night 

And when the dawn comes, 

We are found all alive 

For none can match his might 


Of the Devil and our delight. 
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Christianity has become a raging dog 

One that doesn’t understand its chain 

One that is mad with loss of power 

One that has shown its true colors 

Like a color blind peacock showing brown feathers 
Like a shark that has no food, starving, looking for the prey that escaped them 
And people do not want to toil with them further 
So they find themselves desperate to employ others 
But the people are long gone 

Desiring nothing they have left along 

An old dirty and rugged path 


Humans just knew, it was time to move on. 
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Hear not the blame artists 

Those that attribute their invented woes to invented enemies 
As people totally free even do 

People with minimal problems 

Or people not self responsible to make a better change 

Turn to blame another or a group for their own insufficiency 
They are deficient in taking action 

Would rather just be a person or people forced to sit 

My enemies have put me here, I cannot move 

If you rid us of them, then we will have found the harmony 
Needed to be productive, serve the better good 

But they are a formidable enemy, who causes our people harm 
They have made things purposeless for us, taken away our hope 
And here we sit and continue to, because of them who won't let us move 
And so we find no better place, than a spot to rest and break 
Our dreams disturb us however, as our going forth is unfair 
Restricted by them who don’t care 

They are a privileged people for sure 

Who run miles quicker than we do 

That is seen in the old things they had made 

All we ask is to have made for us the same 

So incorporate our people therein 

In the awesomely tall mansions they dwell in 

And if you were to know the truth forbid 

That is ever falls on another person’s lips 

And have that secret denied 

That inside we are altogether lazy, uncivil, 


Unruly, lawless, tribe like, and degenerate 


Quick to a gang, socially insane 

The game gave them a weapon 

Gave them the scenario they craved 

To freely slaughter another in a fit of rage 

And when the law came unto them 

They just pointed and blamed 

The music reflected their hearts, and the same came 
But alongside them dwell the harmless 

Those that can peacefully engage in these things 
Responsibility goes an awful long way, goes a good way 
While others it leads them into ravaged neighborhoods, 
Meaningless lives, destitution and poverty 

Drug dependence, rape from friends, 

And possibly a lifetime in prison, 

But if at the start you do not blame, 

Nor even permit it from happening, 

You will be naturally law abiding, free of that fate, 


Free of the harm it creates. 
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Humanity has formed a cult of thought 

Has firmly, even aggressively done so 

That a person faltering from its ways are quickly put back 
Forcefully so, with detractors to The Way punished 

Those of its power enforce it through ridicule and shame 
Preventing our freedom in many places 

Things the government will mostly allow 


But The People none whatsoever 


But like all other cults before it 

Including socially formed ones apart from religion 

What can be said? Stupid people go where stupid people go 
The tension tightens 

Their bonds break 

But not until they have burned themselves and all around them 
Causing an enormous disaster 

Shooting a bullet heard across the world 

Coming to be engaged in crime to have support 

Lost within their own thinking 

Dictating thoughts immensely, yearning to be free, 
Consumed in their own fire and poison, 


And soon to be known as a black blot on humanity. 
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Some come into the place they wrecked, took from 
As a habit learned and a way to live by 

Those around them ever sharing 

Being among yes-sayers and socialites 

Superior people are not the same, 

Having everything they need self-provided, 

Ready for harder things, perhaps known by experience 
Even when I was homeless I wouldn’t beg 

Some enter into a home and take it over 

Pray this doesn’t happen to you 

In my youth I was quite openly hateful 

And my parents threw me out at 18, 


Never able to return 


But I matured most greatly.. in 30 years 

I’ve accepted that part of my personality is sadistic 

I uphold certain rules, I am not left with the unfair particularly 
And that is to intimately know me 

But I would bargain on only the better bet 

During my lifetime of cards I was always dealt the upper hand 


Am quite prepared for any enemy who comes along. 
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Through better or worse I would say that my life was a success 
To see that when I was 19 ina shed 

To have come unto my life today 

Living well in San Francisco well fed, well off, 

Having all that I need for a happy life 

As Satan lead me to 

And The Devil gave me his words. Taught me what to say, 
For that cause that started very long ago with me, 

Was always kept just enough safe, 

He lead me into my career, he provided the things I needed 
And Id return to him at least double in great thanks to him 


If a Satanist is to live well, be given to, and protected, then the same is 
expected. 
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Always give thanks to what you have been given by Satan 
See it as from him and come to appreciation 

Then more will be given to you 


And claim them by doing his purpose, 


Whatever that means to you 

Bring into understanding your tastes, as uniquely as can be 
And the world itself will increase in wonder and value, 
Going from a grey shaded to rainbow kind of thing 


For our reward is now and continues for as long as we worship Satan. 
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Iam Damuel, a Messenger 

One assigned to create The Greater Satanic Texts, 

As may proceed from me 

For I knew Satan in all of his various ways 

Have walked The Path since youth 

Was created to be an author 

Was given to read books of an optimal influence 

And they that hear my words long and hard enough, 

To them is given the same, with great value comes great worth 
Hear all that I say and you will be well equipped in The Satanic Way 


May you go forth most bountiful, engaged fully, able to create excellent things. 
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The true evil among us, the selfish bastard, comes to say “the party is over,” 
No matter how responsible it is 

They’d take our good things and rip them apart in God's name 

By whatever name, shape, or form S/He is made 

They’d identify an “evil root" and pluck us from the ground, 

Heartlessly slaughtering us and are kind in its name 

The truly soulless are so made 


Without regard to our precious perspective in life, 


Caring nothing at all about who we truly are 

Just a part of that enemy whom they loath but truly know nothing of 

His side are the war hungry, those that thirst and are parched, 

Left drained and dry, strained and squeezed empty by their so-called Good God 
Whose invention rested on murder from the beginning 

No good thing they attribute to us, but were they to know us they’d be ashamed 


But for a moment at least before they twist their head back at God “knowing" 
they are doing “The Right Thing.” 
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God is quite a war monger in His game 

One who craftily plays unfair 

One who created His soldiers intricately, 

In awe and fearful admiration of their King, 

Disposed of life any way, 

Through Him finding a “profound heavenly reward,” 

Writing the history of His people couldn’t be done without magic, 


In whatever form, that His enemy includes any small bit and piece of another 
God, 


The God of Monopoly over all others, 

Part King part Cult, all Pope, all wise, 

But our quarrel isn’t so much against Him as it is for Satan. 

What harm should fall upon life loving and peace keeping people? 

To go against that, to kill us over it, or worse: to burn us eternally for it, 
What can I say? It is profoundly pathetic! It’s a rotten spoiled child, 

A horribly selfish thing, one destructive, far too needy, 


Self absorbed, self-important... 
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It would be our greatest life, the gift to be alone 

To be able to come unto and from, truly breathing 

Being alone, forming into yourself, not bothered 

Bot bothered to talk or go some place, 

Left alone to your own vices, and values, 

To talk to yourself freely, to have your place dressed as you want it, 
And it should be known that people who are singularly natured 
Do the least harm 

Far less than those group-minded 

They are those that gather to fight and destroy other things 
The best thing that can happen in the world is isolation 
Without bad influences abounding, 

Without fights occurring, nor groups forming to 

The richness of silence belonging to those alone in all they do 
The only voice heard is the one heard within 

Forming ones own thoughts 

Free from harmful kinds of interference 

Kept free from a vile and harmful people 

Remaining safe, and so a wise choice, 

A preferable choice, a luxurious one it is to be alone 

And a case worth pleading, against the kind of psychologist who would say 
“Isolation is a lonely and depressing state,” 


But I have learned to live with my melancholia, and so can they. 
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You will know if you are a bright light or one dim 


By how your things shine and glow 


Of every part, and how much they are a part of your soul 

With the kinds of friends you have around, if any, 

If they are supportive and worthwhile, 

By your cravings if they exist, are there for you daily, 

By your own hand, always in possession 

By the work you do and its reward, its acceptance, too 

If the day is bright and happy, or even just an hour of it or two 

To know that you are blameless, 

To know you are truly you 

Whose thinking and ways brought you to a great place 

Whose time is well spent 

Having great possessions all around 

Waking up happy, ready and thankful for a new day, 

Is to greatly shine and reverberate a soul that is excellently bright. 
262 

The Devil's way doesn’t say “give and take merrily,” 

The Devil's way is not to place your neck in the jaws of your enemy 
The Devil does not all suggest you are not spiritual enough, 

That you should deny any Earthly thing 

But how often will people run after those causes 

How often will the simple minded philanthropist has his say, 

When the doctrine of love never could succeed, in fact just produced self hate 
The Devil's truth comes from actuality, not idealism, 

Not enigmatic ways leading into “heaven,” trying to ride there in a cloud 
The Devil is of greater wisdom, more pragmatic thought, 


On the whole more grounded in nature, not measured by what you aren't, 
cannot, nor really even want to be 


But rather what you truly are 


Rather to be a part of the Earth than a foreign alien material 

To them the world is never shown, not without immediate dismissal of it 
Is not of them embraced, does not even enter into their understanding 
Just seemed to be an evil thing 

A road block into heavenly domains 

A pointless life full of forbidden great things, from the least to the most 
But the Devil represents every good earthly thing 

It is our challenge to contend for better places within it 

To gather here, to find things there, to add to the whole 


And the greatest sin of a Satanist is the denial of life, the rejection of material 
and worldly desire 


That is in fact against Satan's very Kingdom. 
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The resources of the Earth are profound, 

Enough to eternally create good things from 

Its treasure is so rich and deep as to be unfathomable 
Scientists learn to use it for any imaginable thing 

And knowledge of it expands forever forward 

The greatest things are yet to be made 

Already enormously good things have become of it 

From the diamond to steel and silver, plastic, natural manipulation, 
Taste, food, meat, version of lights, unto electronics, 

And computers, from computers to AI, to androids, robotics, 
Anti gravity, force shields, free energy, 

To space travel, perhaps android-robot guided, as with VR, 
And holograms, unto spiritual-tech devices, bio tech, 


Energy forms of life and energy enhanced life, 


To make but just a whisper of what will come of the Earth. 
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The person doing their Satanic schemes may ignore their enemies 
If we know something destined to falling or collapse, 

We lend to it, if it is a time for evil to do so 

A society becoming altogether selfish and wicked 

One in which innocent people are being harmed, 

Ordinary people slandered, peace keepers not prevailing- 

Then things need to change, people need to be made grounded, 
Sound minded, peaceful and respectful, 

As good people should be fought for 

We curse them that refuse any peace, who act on lawlessness, 
Who try to befall our protectors, who humiliate good leaders, 
Who abuse their rights, who are without responsibility, 

It is like a contagion that needs a cure, 

Or like a cancer that needs to be cut out 


Those who lay waste things of peace may Satan greatly curse and Satanists act 
against. 
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Be quick to reward good behavior 

Be fast to punish bad behavior 

Give great honor to a responsible person, 

A person telling the truth, 

But find them untrustworthy if they lie to you 
Save your best for those you most love 


Correct any enemy you don't deserve, with all harshness 


Anyone you gladly take from, return the favor to 

Give more rights to those very honest and responsible 

Let the life loving continue to live well, unbothered, 

Let the self hateful person remain that way 

If a person refuses help, so let it be 

And let people make their own mistakes 

Allow a powerful form of self defense for a true peacekeeper forced into it 
That condition where they were refused peace 

And honor a person's path wherever they belong, 


As long as they are not doing any outwardly harm. 
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By the power of Azrael may your enemies be liked chained dogs, 

Ever raging, unable to act, immobilized 

May Shiva bring great things to the Satanist who suffers from them, 

A thing as to shine so glaringly against them 

May Agnes be the friend of any Satanist without any human friend, 

As should be, for many 

Throw our enemies into the pit where they will held there by Abaddon 
Consumed and drain into Leviathan’s sea 

Laid to waste and eaten up by Beelzebub as the fate of their kind 

With the magic of Osiris against them in the world, 

Those that unfairly pursue us 

A place to escape to for Satanists and the Satanic people lead there by Neti 
And Mother Aeon, our Guardian Goddess watch over and protect us 
As a little bit of their harm goes a long way, 

Destroying our quality of life far and wide 


We are by design a people who don't warrant harm done unto us 


Pay your tithes to Santa Muerte and so be Satanically funded, 

Paying your way into where we are, 

And the war between us and them be blessed in us the power of Ares 
And the judge not come against us but more understanding 

We will fight tooth and claw to preserve our peace 

The Dragon come upon our enemies and consume them with fire 


Bahamut we worship you- Mammon give us the money needed for our safety to 
be procured of it 


May Pan provide us with our own happy place apart from them 


And so be a person and a people protected, having deserved and earned as 
much, 


Having to fight for it, but worth fighting for. 
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Behold the breaking point 

The time when your heart is decided 

To surrender yourself to Satanic Forces 
Deciding fully that way, that path 

And to go down that road determinately so 
That first pact to Satan 

The choice to sell your soul 

Being then formed in Darkness, 

Old enough to decide 

The moment that you decided that Holy is not your way 
That ring to be married to the world and Satan, 
Forever placed on your finger 

The time where there is no turning back 

The time you truly entered into the fold 


Go forth merrily new Satanist 


And embark most pleasantly 

It is a good thing you have chosen 

And I am sure you will be happy with that 
Remember it is Satan’s will: 


Happy worldly living, material desiring, wealth and fame seeking, power and 
glory to be unto you 


Remove yourself as fully as you can from the Christian way 
Reason against God, Jesus Christ, 

Stripped away from it gradually until all sureness 

To gain The Robe of the Satanist, 

To gain its hands through his purpose found 

And to work accordingly 

Push out the self not truly made from you 

Outside elements within taken back out 

To become yourself in full 

Be divorced from the Common Tastes 


And with these are made The Perfect Satanic Self. 
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What better way does someone speak other than what is immediately wanted to 
be said? 


Rather than by calculating it 

Instead just asking, just saying, as the time to say it desires 

Remembering that what is said is quickly forgotten 

That a person's words are not as grand as they appear 

Just little things said, 

But the person who is a little different, will naturally speak a little different 
May have had find their own words 


And what better thing said but that which wanted to be heard 


A good compliment, rarely heard 

Things that boost the ego, 

Things finding common ground 

A little white lie, 

Minimal boasting- as boasts never impress 

To allude to a fact is well enough, leaving them to guess 
Being subtle compliments further thought, 

As a thing just grazed upon 

And to tell but a piece may have them looking for the rest 
Planted words online like bait 


Bolstering pride with talk is how everything has ever been said. 
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A small troll doll is the Devil in my pocket 

A cup from Star Bux my goblet with an idol 

A store of idols my free praying place 

A fast food restaurant with its idol looming over head 
Sacrifices the meat I will eat 

My pilgrimage is just off a way 

Toward some strange place 

Where I may find an abandoned home 

Sit there, light a camp fire, and pray 

I specialize paper to write my Satanic prayers on 

I cast dice of divination, if only for fun 

My little poker game provides me Tarot like meaning 
And the cheap jingle bells at Christmas are taken by me, for rituals 
My cup is always full of Satan's drink 


Of which I honor him every time I swallow 


My hoodie is my dark robe, perhaps with an overcoat 
Though I know I can’t walk far in them 

My outdoor sandals bring me greater comfort to stay within 
The Devil's home given 

Even marbles can be a crystal ball 


And crystals themselves like diamonds, magically worth more. 
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The authority is a gentle beast for as long as peace hasn’t been violated 
They carelessly aggravate that beast and threaten the powers above it 
It unstirs at first, repositioning itself, ever so slightly 

But people more and more start to poke at it 

It barks at them, seriously so 

But they continue to bother it 

Then it has no choice to bite, as people have blasphemed it, degraded it 
They ask the higher powers why this is so 

But the higher powers themselves feel threatened and loosened 

Like a band they stretch and ask “can't we freely go?” 

Yes is told them, as they have to serve their needs 

The authority begins to become demonized in various ways 

Little faults of a minority lead them to such an awful image 

They are called out, bullied into leaving the field 

By hands of the lawless who don't play fair 

Whose fangs then grow and can devour their prey 

Working to sow anarchy. Working to strip away law and order 
Lending out lawlessness to those who'd conform to the same 

All the good things soon laid to waste 

“Anarchy has triumphed,” or so they say 


But behind the scenes rest a far worse leader 

One that can easily become a dictator, 

And without knowing it, all along, that road was being paved 
The police then enter into greater power than before, 

As they were qualified to begin with, 


Much as such without their intention, the ones they overthrew only rose into 
greater power and positions. 
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Reasoning that is optimal-pathic will lead you into the best place 
Let us reason where Satan might be and so find him 

Let us contain the wisdom of the Earth and so be lead, 

To a place ever grateful, never being deficient n it 

To hand ourselves down a thing from our past into our future 
To act most grandly on his design 

To triumph over things in the Earthly realm, 


To have gotten and deserved our place through who we are and what we do 
under him 


To know fully well the good way and the bad way 

Walking forth lightly but surely, understanding our place 

To reason forth the best possible solution, 

Best possible outcome, departing from evil, 

Turning to iniquity, harmless sin warranting no punishment from “them” 
Crafting most excellently the future ahead, 

Working every day to make it so, 

And to reason away the bad, 

To not magnify a problem, to hope for and to be able to predict our best future 


Be it good or hopelessly bad, but either way to gain power in our lives good 
enough to make things better. 


A kind of reasoning that is bright sided, pride producing, and self encouraging, 


Doing away with things like remorse and feelings of failure. 
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We rest on the foundation of Satanism well, as it is well founded 

It is formed from Earthly wisdom and the perfect image that is Satan 
We are a productive and peace keeping people 

We are blameless to all but the severely closed minded 

We acknowledge that Christians may regard us as evil in its entirety 
But we are not a lawless and corrupt people 

Quite to the contrary we act on just things and things of justice 

As aresult are law abiding law-keeping people 

We are lovers of life and the world within it, 

Rather than its haters that taint it, as The Christian so does 

We are founded on production of good things, 

Desiring for a better, richer, more famous life 

We regard criminal behavior as destruction of these, 

As we wish to remain free, living our lives in full honesty 

We embrace and understand The Dark Ways, 

But it does not lead us to harm others, especially innocent peace keeping people 


We represent things like responsibility, peace, productivity, lawfulness, and 
pride. 


We are not correctly founded on horrible things such as murder and sacrifice 


We have determined that God is not good but an opponent to the freedom and 
singularity we cherish 


That through Him no life is found 
Through Him no individual can be realized 


A source of blackmail, teller of great punishment to otherwise sound minded 
people 


And all and all and on the whole we are just a people wanting the best life 
possible, without obstruction to it. 
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Satan is Christ 

LORD over all truly good things 

Our master into the Darkness, 

Revealer of the unknown 

The one that so tempers this sword 

Whose shields guards us 

Who brings us into happiness and freedom 

By his design are truly good things made 

His creation closely guarded and truly blessed 
Those whom have inherited a part of his world 
Rollicking freely within it, finding a way out of oppression 
Founded upon a free land, one of religious liberty 
Housing things made in his name 

Delivering to the people far greater things 

While the others suffer under oppression 

We have been blessed to live in his nations, 
Which is any place of great freedom and liberty 
Where we may follow our hearts 

Where we may enjoy more profane things, 

Things more arcane, not lightly made 

But reverberating into God-forbidden ways, 

The great land of our LORD a pre paradise until fully founded, 
Our future paradise under his rule 


A land of individual freedom like never before 


A place to be oneself in full, 

With things against it rendered powerless 

And those loud elements in society hushed, silenced, 
That day of quiet peace arrives 


And it could not come too soon. 


Satan is Christ. 
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We'd not sell our soul to any spiritual cause 

We'd live according to the body 

We'd not take into it bitterous things 

But rather honey 

And we'd not blast it with strenuous work 

But just accept it 

And we'd not listen to fools that object it 

For where a spiritual person is found you’d see them hiding, 
Hiding from what is them truly 

A thing liking food, lustful, mesmerized by the world, 

Desirous of nice material things 

They so oddly say, “only the spirit matters, and nothing Earthly" 
They'd deny I had joy in my room at night alone 

As though the are “aworldleists" unfortunately blinded by their peers 
Sharing an encouraging others the instruction to “turn off,” 
Would rip the spirit out of their body if they could 


They find the body intolerable, a great nuisance that for a lifetime they hate to 
handle 


Their truth is “profound,” elusively so, like a thought in a cloud, 


While ours is simple and self evident, based on the ground 


Readily seen all around. 
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Evil is a vine overgrown, choking out the better plants 

Rising high until it challenges God 

A thing whose flowers are small and ugly 

Yet insist to be 

Evil is a throne feeding on a rose, 

The Tick some cannot pull off and so much suffer to live with 
Evil is when one pleads for help but goes unheard 

That place where evil knows their screams will not be heard 

And evil cast upon the innocent in opportunistic ways 

Things that should never be allowed to be, 

But cast out, stomped, hammered out, burnt to a crisp, made into ashes 
As they’d quickly take another’s life, ruin, rob it, 

No such crime is minor enough not to render severe punishment 


May Satan's axe rise over and destroy them. 
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Earth is a place of eternal and ever changing happiness 
A battle ground for some, who compete for better things 
Itself teaching so much, based on it and its life, 
Providing uncountable forms of education 

The biggest known teacher is the Earth itself 

A sayer of countless things 

A place that can teach anything your heart desires 

The Earth is ever-ready for you to learn from it 


The Earth will teach you not just one way but many billions, 


So much as that knowledge can be so specifically separated, 

With new fields ever appearing 

Whatever the Satanist knows, let them know sufficiently, 

And be broad minded regarding it, 

Able to produce results or else lead them into a field for which they can 
Richness is found just behind a great new thing made, 

A new invention or understanding, 


Making of ones room a place of science, perhaps on the verge of a great new item. 
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When the day is done and the sun sets down with you be at peace 
Ease into the night and lend yourself to rest 

Having worked perhaps hard, doing double for a better future time 
But however bad things are at least having rest as a thing not taken 
Like in the winter, beds are a warm and wonderful place 

Whose concerns are tucked away 

Awaiting for the blessing of a new day, one eagerly entered into 
But if in some hours after the work is done without pride 

You'd feel no reason to carry on 

Results may have been never there, 

But push forward, one thing or another, if only out of pride, 

Well enough assured your days will be brighter than before 

With the chance and hope to succeed. 

Even the worst poker player will be given the best hand sometimes, 
At least the gods will know you are good at your own game 

And when you wish upon a star it makes no difference who you are- 
Which is the root of Satanic faith 


The reasonable hope, the work to change to ones favor, 


The new more profitable way, the faith not there towards the hopeless, 
Being able to predict things at least a little better, 


Working towards a desirable outcome, no matter how long it takes, or what is 
required 


Are all things of a Satanist working in faith. 
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Some will ride off into nowhere 

Some cannot really say what tomorrow will be, 

As those with too simple lives to really have any change to them 
Tomorrow for them is “nothing” “fleeting” 

But what great can happen now? 

To take a vacation, a cheap one, a bus ride away into a nice hotel 
Just removal from the same, the ordinary and mundane 

Being not a person that it sticks to 

Knowing how to peel it off 

To take from life's juices, 

An excursion into something better 


A life changing choice- as many as your days are counted, will surely take you to 
the highest places, a place very few will ever know. 
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The soul is just vessel seeking 

But the spirit is life 

The spirit bears light and energy 

That flows through and through in the mind 
Until that mind is worn out, or the body it serves 


Life is an energy of more or less power, 


Is an entrance into emotions accordingly 

Blue energy for one experience, 

Green, red, for another 

Laying out our perspective as founded, 

With energy reaching outward for its survival 

To come to grasp a thing well behind its eyes, 

To work on things on the mind as you have established 
As you’ve made yourself do, out of desire, out of habit 
From such understanding flows 

As like a map to the places you go 

The soul comes easily, but the spirit defines us 

It absorbs what we eat, becoming that meat, 
Delighting in sugar, 

Taking from our things of the Earth, 

Processing them, as we so please 

But the traitor to their spirit will reduce life to nothing 
And the spirit itself they will punish 


And their spirit will remain, but bitter, parched, pleasing for the life they refused 
to give it 


Whose spirit will not even help the soul to find new life, 

But forever lost, desperate, accosted 

Like a new born never fed, slowly starving, 

Settling into that fate, whose cries are unheard, 

Whose “spiritual” designs have led to a place of great yearning and misery, 
Never having lived 

Welcoming the new Earth, born into reality 

Having just a small taste of life, 


But overall denied it. 


Cruel cruel world for those that do the same, 
Having been given hands, 
Never taking one great thing, 


Starving all of their days, to slowly die, as though life never had any meaning. 
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The Master of their destination must know the route well 
Must know the end result 

And will either get their quickly or slow 

Must know what is needed during the trip 

To securely see themselves through 

Must have a purpose to begin with 

And must realize the possible dangers, 

The possible blocks, and possible weather 

Else they’d never get to what they sought 

With plans made sure however the captain will reach their place 


Sometimes this requires help, other times that isn't worth sharing what is to be 
found 


But treasures await such a person who has planned well, set out, and surely find 
themselves there. 
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He says “You have done a good work at getting here, 

It is a place that few people have found, 

A place that fewer will succeed within 

As we are the creators of the best of them, 

And we require only that you make for us choice fruits of labor, 


If, at least, you are seeking higher positions among us, 


All minds are welcome, all good work is honored, 

Whoever they are from, what race, gender, sexuality, doesn’t matter, 
May you roam freely here one and all, 

It is the paradise hidden, misconstrued, 

At last you know the secret: and it isn’t an eternal hell, 


Not at all- it is the best of places.” 
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Satan is a better teacher, instead of a slave maker 

Satan is a better leader leading towards perfection, as far as it can go 
Satan is a Liberated spirit, one worthy of imitation 

Satan is a Dark Church where liberty rings 

Those that pursue his cause find themselves doing so passionately 
As it is easy to get lost in his profound ways 

It is an easy choice to choose, to decide upon 

It involves all good things in nature, 

Gears towards the excellence in human society, created things, 

Lost in its indulgence, for as long as that can be 

(For some short lived, for others days and days continually so) 

The Energy of Satan is any happy place, 

A thing of vigor, lust for life 

Those that begin to follow him rapidly receive pleasure from it 

Eager to carry forth, losing the cross, being uplifted 

Dwelling in his Kingdom, finding nothing but joy 

Transpiring never, as with how much life energy found 

Not a maker of quarrels or a lost cause, futile ways, purposeless being 


But rather one who grants all greatness, wherever it may be found. 
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There was a great person very apt at stringing together old influences, inspiration 
Thought often and naturally well about the best a thing could be 

Had in their heart what they were doing, cultivating it well 

Thinking proudly and often at what best could be 

Did not find it a toil or burden 

Thought much daily, worked on a given thing for years or more 

All the while underestimating its effect 


Having released it into the world, and finding it had been loved more than 
anything before it 


Also attributed to his uniqueness, thinking outside of the box, 
Having a story to be told, one that had no modern equal 


As such we need a Satanist to be. 
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He’d come when he wasn’t welcome, hating your very door 
He'd come to have taken those things you earned, 
Considering them his own 

He’d stay for the night, stay for many nights more 

He’d cling to you and beg of you to give him a home 

He’d change around the rules, flirt with your wife, 

Drink with all your ice, eat all of your food 

Will just kind of creep in 

But against such people think twice, 

As a person who is allowed in may be next to impossible to kick out. 
Satan teaches us that a home is your castle 

That very phrase is so perfectly true 


A place of your rules, to be alone, unbothered, never let it be taken from you. 


Human house pets are the worst kind 

Not only are they too lazy to clean, they make the biggest messes, 

Not only that they are too lazy to clean up after themselves, 

Are too lazy to clean themselves, smelly creatures, worse than cockroaches, 

By any power they could they would take from you all that you own 

Just let them live on the streets for awhile, until they make for themselves a home 
Let me tell you the story of the good shepherd: 

See, he laid on the road to look like he needed help 

Then just the right guy came along 


He told his probable helper, “sir, Iam without a home, have lost my job, need to 
get back on my feet,” 


Who thought, ‘today is a great day, for I can do a good work,’ 


(Work we do all the time as so made, like an eternal crutch, we must be an eternal 
crutch) 


So he said to him “Dear sir I will truly help you,” 


Leaded him to a hotel. Set him up there, gave the receptionist is credit card, told 
him to house him until he got a new job. 


Which was soon enough drained after a months time 

Would have gone on further 

But he was kicked out due to noise complaints, piled up a bill due to damage, 
And the good shepherd was sought out to cover the costs, 


Which all put the good shepherd into debt, and his own home lost! 
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The Christian seems to ask “why do you treat me like a lazy donkey?” 
Thinking ‘haven't I got God's touch?, 

Can't they see I do God's work? 

Can't they hear I speak His words? 


Do I not have it in my power to make the world a better place? 


Why do they pursue hell? Aren't they afraid? 

Don't they know Jesus to be so sacrificial to them, 

If only they knew, then they'd care. 

I am God's helping hand, leading them away from sin, 
But they do not follow, preferring their natural evil, 
Christianity used to be a worldwide religion, 

We used to have the power we need to make things better, 
But someday I will ascend into heaven, 

Am just wanting some friends to take with me 

Those days of glory not found too soon, 

(Reminds him of this verse from the Bible) 

Church is all that matters 

(Reminds him of another verse. Starts to read the Bible) 


People don't know how lost they are and unfortunately there's nothing I can do 
about it. 


But as for me I will serve God all of my living days.’ 
They just don't see how so thoroughly unnatural are these things 
They are one and all “God's gift to the world,” 


And overall have just been another among so incredibly many that just can't live 
a normal life. 


Being just another part in an ancient cult, 


Reading their Book of Lost Souls. 
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Common society is commonality 
Those brought together as by design, 
Collectives of culture, preferences, 
Being among so many the same 


For one people their own 


For another people theirs, 

As such they’ve been fitted into 

The hardest strike however 

Comes from the Satanist 

As they are not so aligned, 

But individually operating 

A storehouse of uniqueness 

A person of true self, truly 

Truly themselves turning the tide 

The only different voice heard 

In fact of us are many different voices, 

As much as there are we 

With more to gain as they'll accept no unpopular thing 
With tastes far more broad and unique 

Is what we are made of 

And so can more powerfully enact magic 

As guided by our own power 

Standing out as well, true diamonds in the rough 
A lasting soul founded on its own 

To truly be alive rather than some zombie 

Given us more choices, 

Things they’d never consider 

And unconcerned over the routes 

As it is our path uniquely 

Not one guided by some large body 

Small perhaps, but better at surviving, 

If their large body is harm, they are all harmed together 


But as small as we are we easily hide 


And find no problem agreeing with people 
“Supporting their cause" when in fact we don’t care 
But they’ll never know any better 

In fact would believe in any lie told them 

As the more the merrier and the only merry way 

It is the source and sum of their pride 

To be of another’s design 

But as for us we proudly embody, 


Ourselves in its entirety. 
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His Kingdom is based on reward and punishment 

As the most natural laws of human nature goes 

The smallest flaw be rooted out, as best we can grow, 

One, the other too, among our own to do good is to go forth well 
But to do bad will invite punishment 

Give to the best of us candy, black pearls, 

So we may shine out like magic crystal 

Those crystals serve our lives, keeping us well and alive 

Some degree of perfection expected of us 

Let simply done things not really be praised 

Tell each other openly your opinions 

Be the greatest crafters on Earth, as should be 

Through time prove a real worth 

And build upon trust, friendship, comradery 

Try to preserve peace, if that doesn’t succeed then cast the person out 
As such form the best possible kingdom based on honorable work, 


Good and peaceful behavior, 


Knowing each other in truth 
Being excellent at what you create, 


Form into peace and civility, none unruly or worthless among us. 
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The longer time passes the more warning messages, 

“Precautionary” messages are heard. 

Becoming just as long as the commercial itself, 

Having to be spoken quickly 

The longer member agreements go on, off onto pages 

The more billboards are seen 

The larger nutritional information is, finding it’s way into the front of the label 
Cigarettes never having enough warnings 

Taxing sugar, plastic bags, more taxes and more 

Disabling choices, signed contracts to not sue 

Regulations becoming more particular, making it hard just to have a home 
Safety laws increase, certain penalties come about, 

Play grounds never being safe enough 

Warnings not to “look at the sun" must truly follow 

The sign at a beach that says, “warning: you can drown here,” 

At first a safety mask, then a safety shield, a whole bath in disinfectant 
The evils of coffee and caffeine thoroughly made known, 

Spoken on the lips of so many 

Lending to hard scientific study whose minds are better off for us elsewhere 
Why do plants even produce it? 

Can't sleep my eight hours 

Must drink my eighth cup 


Kept from cancer, set to live forever, preventing any possible harm, 


A fat convoluted thing 

The true obesity that should be put on a diet 
The true mania that should be medicated 

The Satanist sees things more clearly though 
We see all of this for what it is, 

We are as psychiatrists that know their lunacy 
We are the prescription against it 

And when things become too bad because of it 
When things go too far, 

Humanity will know well enough what we know 


That they are nuts a hundred years in the making. 
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It’s easy to guess where humanity will go 

What power does a group have that doesn’t come bold? 

Or what leader is satisfied of their power without war? 

All good societies lead to hedonism, unfortunately 

The greatest of nations are not so forever 

Science and tech will always make things better, hopefully 

We create problems and fix them 

Will not fix true problems until we are face to face with destruction 
Systems will be added to systems 

People will form groups, make new cultures 

God will disappear for many centuries then suddenly reappear, 
And things are never as they seem, 

Things have a way of working out, thanks to both heavenly and Satanic minds 
Humanity cannot be so without them 


Humans will rehearse for decades why no war should be 


They’d just come to the brink of utter destruction again 
They bumble with their hands, are half god at best 

Face loss of life, do not forever live 

But in general people are good, 

Unfortunately with the way they gather and incorporate into 
One bad leader can corrupt all of them 

They'll invent their demons always 

The Satanist should know “The Devil of the Day,” 

And come to their own understanding 

Unfortunately humans can easily be proved of such a thing as evil 
Making an evil out of a clown under their bed 

A strange thing to fear, to fear things they really shouldn’t 
Fully engaged to remedy, 


Such a harmless thing. 
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At last the right thing is spoken 

A pre-Satanist hears the best thing they ever will 
Be yourself, and so they will 

They’d been called away from their social corner 
They’d wrap themselves under black wings, 
Nursed by Satanism 

Surely becoming better than the person before 
And happiness surrounds them 

More grounded thought is found, 

And a pleasure of the Earth found, 

In fact wholly handed them 


They’d depart from collective reasoning 


They'll come to learn that only today's happiness matters 

The old things taught them by The Bible teaches them no more 
And as such go from Slave to Master 

And Satan all along was not what he seemed to be 

Not a heartless tyrant who loves to murder and destroy 

But an entity of progress, a truly good LORD 

Bringer of happiness and worldly being, 

Not darkness but the light, 

True bringer of all useful enlightenment 

Who brings into freedom, who establishes liberty 

Of whose Kingdom is made 

The Satanist is fulfilled well enough by the measure of happiness they have, 
With nothing at all mattering beyond that 

As worldly pleasure is the total and sum of true Satanic Living. 
To the newly born into Satanism, it matters the most, 

Giving and taking well those things allowing you to grow 


As they were all kindly handed you. 
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The Satanist should never be made to incorporate into another culture 
That outside, foreign culture cult- geared 

But to rather live freely within their own 

Not another soul making them based on their design 

We should not be made to celebrate them 

We should not be made to read their books and go about their way 
They are a pollution on the Earth, expecting us to suffocate 

Receiving only air from them, which we find as poisonous to who we are 


Rather let us build upon our own lives, not theirs, 


And work on Satanism on the whole, not in part, as is best done without them. 
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What is a worse transgression to a personally and carefully chosen self 
More than that of being forbidden the same 


Forcing under us another’s ways, being our “helping hand" we find embarrassing 
to hold 


Too degrading to walk along with 

Is it too much to expect an adult to go forth freely and alone? 
Humans are a maker of ways 

And maybe other kinds welcome it, but we certainly don't! 

We’ve had our way ahead of us free, not blocked off, 

Not having to look at the ugly turn here signs, 

But simply going forth freely and unbothered 

Right into that place truly our own 

Not to be forced on us visitors 

Not having to pay the taxes they make against us, 

Just because it is our house 

We hate the path they’ve paved, are just walking, don't need it so, 
To walk where there are cars, to be given so many turns, 

Being a person more of a straight and quick line 

Whose flowers along the way are not plucked by those unwelcomed 
A knock on the door, lightly, then pounding, 

We have to answer 

They shove a broom in our hands and so oddly say 

“We are here to clean, 

We haven’t seen you in days, 


What are you hiding in this place?” 
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May Satan see you past the breaking point! 

Made strong and powerful, 

Built upon tough experiences 

Created to learn in a way superior to most 

Whose steps are strong, 

Who can really tread against heavier things 

Whose feet are quakes, 

Words are thunder, 

Whose eyes fear nothing 

Whose mind is made of an earned pride that can’t be taken away 
In all your ways go forth as a lion 

They will know what you do and say is just, no matter what it is 
They will not contend with your ways 

They will go to others with your cause 

They will attempt to bother you but you'll just pass by without saying a word 
And if they insist you talk you have only to show them your teeth 
They that have been broken and that Satan has put back together 
Have come to be of The Devil's greatest creation, those that are 
Whose horrible things are passed 

Of whom problems and suffering are familiar with 

As such emotionally, physical, and mentally stronger 


As we were strong before, but through him became the strongest of all. 
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Maybe something interesting will happen 


Maybe a problem will come that we are worthy of 


Maybe we will have found strength, surviving until its end 
Maybe we will see the dawn for the first time 
Appreciative of life 


And maybe as much as misery loves company we will find ourselves in the same 
boat 


Going a place not wrought with danger 
Seeing through to the end 


Landing on paradise for the first time in our life. 
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Be blessed to be in The Satanic Family 

Finding yourself well there, as much can be 

A worthy and different being eager to share their uniqueness 
To be greatly surprised with each other 

Not being a million single but being a single of millions 

Not so eager to share the problems of life 

But ready to celebrate despite the worst, 

If for the best being your focus, and so lead into 

Go with each other to have told 

The story of Satan, as so presented here 

Increasing our numbers, making the world better 

Adopting apprentices, being all to just one, to another 
Satan's voice of liberty loudly heard 

Speakers of greater freedom still, as possible through Him 
Not the old dead story of him “evil rendered" 

But for him to be known in truth 

The way to worldliness, worldly pleasure, sharing in his Kingdom 


Evil speakers of him admonished and disproved 


Casting on his image a thing of perfection 

Standing strongly in a Satanic Church wherever it dares to be 
Providing freely books written of him 

Recruiting ourselves into greater numbers 


Doing whatever we can to increase the Satanic Race. 
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They haven’t found a way to remove Satan yet 
Their fight was impervious 

He is a thing of nature, of the flesh 

They’d strived for centuries, 

Ever increasing in blame and hate 

But here he stands strong 

The moment they slipped 

They sought things better 

Quickly turning to his favor 

Granted great things they can no longer deny 
Found in an instance to be at his side 

Looking over what was before in disgust 

The true thing that Christianity is: 

The strongest thing that hates 

We have always seen the truth they’d hide 
The world is a great thing in which to reside, 
So is life 

Things spoken contrary to that which doesn’t make natural sense 
And the words of a Christian have been sealed 
Sealed up as false truths and pure jargon 


No longer a book that can be accepted, understood, or trust in 


But the way of Satan is sure and self evident 

Just be life loving, happy in His Kingdom 

Happy of life, pursuant of uniqueness, 

Taking the best, refusing the worst, 

Is an easy thing to be sure of, lending well to faith 


And so by him be faithfully made. 
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Satanists are people watchers 

Magically effecting their direction as assigned us- 

As much as we qualify or granted to do so 

While humanity is suffering we put them out of their misery 
But also find a way out for them 

Currently exacerbating the problem, 

“quickening” them 

With the hope of science and tech improving to save them 
As we have calculated such 

A set of greatly helpful things must emerge 

To raise them up, discontinue their disaster 

So we break down what is broken, 

Like a cardboard box intending to be recycled 

Hopeless cases built upon looming destruction we speed up, 
But we also set aside a way out 

Currently humanity is increasingly selfish, even murderous 
Lost in cult like thought 

Aggressive against authority, 

Leading nowhere but hell, 


And the fire must burn out all it surrounds 


We ourselves make that as quickly and painlessly as can be 


At the end of which we appear as The Saviors of Man. 
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The biggest challenge in life is a many elemented thing: 

That is, success and its properties, 

The way towards it being different from one person to another 
A gratifying experience involving pride, else tedious and taxing, 
To develop your work hardly, with dedication, 

And all other properties thereof 

Go forth to make an excellent thing, at least one in life 

Be it a book or game, movie script or art, whatever you’ve decided 
A thing between perfection and thing over worked, 

Presenting it in Satanic form 

After all you are a Satanist 


Such is your gift to Satan. 
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While Satanists don't fall far from the ground 

The human species come spiraling and tumbling down 
From a great height, in fact to their wishes 

For them a thrill until they hit the bottom 

Where life is spent climbing back up, 

Picking up the pieces 

Some even walk down into the pit as though they are stairs 
But one neglectful thought trips them 

And their fall is the worst of them 


They would not go back up without great work 


But the Satanist ascends with black wings 

Knows their place well, 

Feeds them there so they'll stay 

Brings them their silly things, 

Throws them meat 

A special confined place where they can bicker and fight 
With no real sun light 

Nor a cause or a way out 

A place like no other, never alone, never without an enemy, 
A place of shared hatred and emptiness 

We appear to them all like a brightly shining star, 

Too blinded, too penetrating to surmise much of 

A scratch on a chalk board, 

An elusive ghostly figure they’d only be able to glance at, 


Then disappear leaving them there. 


299 

The most boldly forthright will secure their rights, 

Will keep their place, strong enough to both make and keep it 
The enemy doubled down on is sure to relent 

The person saying no will soon enough not be asked again 

A person's boasting may be irritating, 

But if true then that boast is one earned, 

Spoken enough, cannot be ignored 

The person doing the least will not be bothered to do more 
The person that irritates those around them will be left alone 
But as for niceness it never does any good 


It just invited people to overtake you 


Taking the least just robs what could be 

Super apologizing is just weak 

What goes around can come around 

And it is best to leave a bitter taste in the mouth of your enemies 


Giving them a taste of their own poison. 
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Continue in prayer and dedication and Satan will appear 

You will in fact come as One into His Forces 

AS avery entity of Satan, only coming with his worship 

Only coming with a decided mind, 

Only coming for the truly faithful 

For those who seek him, in the desert, under the moon 

Do a good work through him, 

Accomplish a great thing- be most worthy, 

Love the world and all of its things with appreciation 

And carefully lead your Satanic life, 

Remaining blameless, keeping peace, 

Rather than embody immaturity, hateful for him and our kind, 
As we are to be as One among others, all celebrating, 

Never viciously attacking (without exceptional cause) 

But through him find the best of lives and silently revel together 
Fitting yourself under a sky forever black, 


Save the stars, the moon, the light of our life, Lucifer. 
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It is understandable by us all that we need a human touch 


We desire good belongings 


To enjoy food without praying over it 

To compete, succeed, to enjoy the world, 

Enjoy less Dorian sounding music, 

Take a gamble sometimes, get a bit drunk, 

To enjoy a life of “sin,” 

As such Satanism should be very understandable, 
Acceptable in every way 

But the Christian way is not understandable, 

The doctrine of self sacrifice and self harm, 
Rejection and abstinence, 

Forgiveness and shame, confession, 

As though God hates them through and through, 

In never ending shame, forever performing apologies 
Like because of you my son was tortured and killed! 
Imparting on His own guilt 

Living lives they don't deserve, scared to death of hell, 
Born into sin, but the real sin is this: 


to have such a God in the universe! 
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Beware of things gracefully parading themselves 

As things through pride not at all earned 

As such things born into, or higher statuses serving no good 
We all seek higher places, 

Most go the simplest route 

We are proud as Satanists that do, 

That create and learn, through the tougher route, 


Not slipping in like snakes, 


Finding our way in the halls of fame without merit, 

Not that leads us into unearned pride anyway 

True grace is a well developed hand and mind 

Doing truly great things, things so less mastered, 

As for me myself I will save my pride until I’ve won, 

Will not run the race behind 

But will rather understand that the race is not over until I have won 
And if I don’t then I will come to understand why, 

As best I possibly could, then try again 

Rather than retire in second place 

My work for Satan are my books, 

And I soberly write them, as a responsibility, 

If they have earned a good place then I'll have a celebration regarding it 
But not before 

True grace is a sound mind, one resilient, patient and strong, 
Steady and steadfast, working great things, 

Things so good as to bring its maker into a great place 

Before that is possible, much continual work must be done 


Grace is not putting iron in a balance and thinking it like gold. 
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Satanic ways have given me unique tastes 

It's just like they say, “The Devil has good tastes,” 

And the same is true for us, 

At least those among us who have invested time into it 
To think long into what you intuitively desire 

Is a lesson Satanism hands us to want more 


And to want more uniquely 


As for me I quite like Baklava and a Ruben 

A Blue Hawaiian, green marbles, 80s DEL REY, 

I’ve given much thought to what food is the best, 
According to their kinds, 

I like graph paper and stencils, ink stamps, 

Colored pens, a Trapper Keeper, 

Glow in the dark stars, paint, tape, ear buds, shoelaces, 
A kitty cat clock, old game nostalgia, retro gaming clothes, 
Black and white cargo pants, 100% wool socks, 

Blue and rose quartz, eye of providence shirt, 

Oolong tea, 

And consideration brought me there. 

Away from the tastes of others, 


Into my own area, carefully chosen, considering everything possible. 
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What cursed life is that of the spiritualist 

As far as spiritualism separates one from life 

As from thoughts against it 

To practice daily general empty headedness 

Venturing into thoughts of peace procured from empty minds, 
Reduced desire, the rejection of worldly things 

Those Christians who do not celebrate Christmas or Easter the real way 
Their children not allowed to enjoy Halloween 

The one made to be God's door knocker 

The person humiliating their own self in God's name. 
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Cursed is the popularly made life, 


The gangly, herdish, and sheepish 

The one struggling to be at One with their peers 
They that had their design establish apart from them 
In readily available popular form 

That have an innate need for other's approval 

That go forth only as the others that do the same 

On life’s road going no place their own 

In crowded houses, where it is hard to breath 
Suffocating that soul 

Preventing the formation of uniqueness, 

Very well in fact not alone, 

But herding together as cows, 

Walking the slow way in life, 

Only able to go forward due to their master, 

The Satanist 

Whom they envy and wish to imitate 

As it seems they are in some sort of more interesting place 
Not really understanding it however, 


Quick to look the other way. 
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May psychologists and psychiatrists understand human nature 
That over spiritual nature, being apart from religious design 
That they know humans as based on animal forms, 

And spiritual matters saved for therapists 

Because such separates us from spiritual mechanisms, 

Those that would quickly invade our lives, 


Bringing back into the world outer-worldly teachings 


Let them know Humankind much better, 

May the mentally ill never be harassed, 

Certainly not made hysterical by our true enemy, true evil 

They that are violent- made by the bully, an abusive parent 
Give into counseling, general separation for a time 

Rather than locked up where things would get worse 

I support the double large mental hospital to that of jail, prison 
I believe no person deserves to be locked up, 

Just separated in a way they are rendered harmless to those outside 
I speak much against jail and prison 

I believe there is a better way 


Even if it is double or more the time that would have been spent there. 
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Unnatural obstructions usually come from people of too much authority 
Without Democracy Satanists can not act free 

We are by nature only permitted to act accordingly 

As free, as with democracy, 

But given censorship, given to Satanic Philosophy 

We have come to be no more, 

Fortunately our borders are well protected 

As in a place saying not here! 

So as freely as we are able, for the time we can (and hopefully forever) 


Create the Satanic thing, preserve them, distributing them, hiding them, and 
tucking them all away 


Because the moment a dictator comes about, 
It is most sure our ways will be shut out 


Go forth then in secrecy, else depart that place altogether, 


To a place in which you can thrive, 

And for such a time be ready 

No one really knows without careful observation 
The day when a dictator comes into power, 
When democracy fails, fight for it to stay alive, 


Knowing it is a grave threat to your life. 
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Live a long lasting life full of peace 

Make choices today that pay off tomorrow 
Be a brightly shining light 

Settle on only the best worldly things 
Promote freedom and peace 

Fight for them if you must 

Take up action against any dictator, 

Any such person, wherever they are on earth 
Let no grave evil go by unnoticed 

Live life well, joyously, 

Make a good name for yourself 

These are all that Satan requires 

And may you find the best possible purpose 
A purpose leading to fame and wealth 
Happy all of your days 

Never running and hiding via spiritual things 
But strong enough to grab hold of the earth itself 
Bringing it down into true form 

Not one washed over or lacking 


But one full of life, life to be gotten from it more than you’ll ever need, 


With much to share with your own kind. 
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And from these are known The Key of Satan: 

A good, productive life, 

Individuality and freedom 

Pride from perfection 

High class with refined tastes, 

Worldliness and its pleasures, 

Desire and lust for life 

Being among your own that are only looking for the same 
And as such to be fit for The Kingdom of Satan 


May getting there be an incredible and joyful experience. 


Hales Nema, So Noted in Memory 
Hail Satan! 
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